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EIGHT PAGES 


Military Training Starts at University 


Senior Service Branch 
_ New on Campus; Airforce, 
Army Resume Training 


CHANGES IN WOMEN’S WAR SERVICES 


Athletics Hold Prominent 


Place in Co-ed Activities 


Once again the military training for Varsity men has begun, 


and uniforms are starting to dot the campus. 


This year an- 


other branch of the service has taken its place on the campus— 
the Navy. This service has been welcomed by many of the 
college men. The activities in the three services began almost 
immediately after registration, with training periods three times 
per week. Preliminary drills will be followed by lectures on 
the more detailed sides of the work. This training operates in 


Expect Cafeteria 
Open in Spring; 
Has Private Diner 


Two Floors—Seats 212 


To those Varsity students who live 
overtown, or at some distance from 
the University, the building of a 
cafeteria on the campus is good 
news. Financed by University funds, 
plus $10,000 provided by the De- 
partment of National Defence when 
they leased the University resi- 
dences, construction began on Aug. 
12. It is expected to open opera- 
tions on January 3, 1944, right after 
the Christmas holidays. 

The University Works Depart- 
ment, under the direction of Bill 
Wotherspoon as foreman, is con- 
structing the building. The site of 
this addition to the campus is. just 
west of the South Lab, which 
makes it very convenient to all the 
buildings. With a seating capacity 
of 212, the structure will be in the 
shape of a T, with two storeys on the 
east end on the cross of the T, with 
the lower storey brick. The entire 
floor will be of stucco construction. 

Of especial interest to various uni- 
versity organizations will be the 
private dining room which will be 
available to them. In the building 
also there will be living quarters 
for the Dietitian, and those of the 
staff who will be required to live in 
residence. 


University Naval 
School Instructing 
In Basic Training 


MATTHEWS IN CHARGE 


Lieut.-Commander W. Matthews, 
Officer Commanding the new Naval 
Training School at the University of 
Alberta, stated that the Naval School 
was already in operation, and that 
the members of the school would 
not be subject to military call-up 
until the University term was com- 
nleted, providing the academic 
standing of the men was satisfac- 
tory according to the Regulations 
governing University students. The 
men who take this training will have 
covered the same material as is of- 
fered in the eight weeks basic train- 
ing course given to enlistees in the 
H.M.C.S. Nonsuch, active strength. 
If these men do go active they will 
not have to repeat the material cov- 
ered at University, and will be given 
the opportunity to appear before the 
Officers Candidates Preliminary 
Selection Board. If this Board passes 
the man he will enter the Navy and 
begin his Officers Candidate Course. 
Success in his work will give him 
the rating of Probationary Sub- 
Lieutenant. 

The New Entry Training Syllabus 
will include squad and rifle drill, 
and a course in Seamanship, with 
probably the same instructors as on 
H.M.C.S. Nonsuch. The Seamanship 
course will include instruction in 
bends and hitches, compass, and 
helm. If possible, this will include 
botawork at Lake Wabamun. 

Part Two of the Syllabus deals 
with the background of the Navy, its 
growth and expansion. Further in- 
struction in naval terms, naval law, 
service customs and the recognition 
of ranks and ratings will be given. 
In this way it is hoped that the gaps 
which will be created by the boys 
not coming up from the “lower 
deck” will be filled. The men will 
be schooled in knowledge of the 
types and parts of ships. A course 
in upper deck signalling, semaphore, 
more and flag will also be given. 

The Syllabus is a progressive one, 
and men who will be returning next 
term will find that their naval edu- 
cation will carry on from where they 
leave off this term. 


accordance with the rulings of the 
War Services Board, and men taking 
this training will be granted exemp- 
tion from military call-up until their 
education is completed, providing 
they maintain a satisfactory schol- 
astic standing. Camps will be held 
in the spring as usual, and male 
students will attend.. Uniforms are 
issued to all men taking the train- 
ing, and it is their responsibility to 
see that their eguipment is cared 
for and returned in good repair. 

Certain alterations have been 
made in the women’s sector, and now 
athletic training will replace the 
regular military drills. Women who 
join an athletic club, however, are 
responsible for regular attendance. 
Choices of clubs have already been 
made, and the co-ed must be a re- 
gular attender at all meets to accu- 
mulate the required number of 
hours. 

Reports from the various military 
organizations will be found else- 
where in this issue. 


Same Syllabus 
For Army; Camp 
Held in Spring 


Number of Men Uncertain 


Lieut.-Colonel Warren announced 
today that the Army Training Sylla- 
bus would be exactly the same as 
last year. This will include the re- 
gular squad drill, arms drill, and 
instruction in the parts of rifles, 
machine guns, etc. While the 
weather remains favorable, the 
training periods will be held three 
times per week, but later when the 
cold weather sets in, it will be re- 
placed by two periods per week. 
The exact number of men in the 
C.O.T.C. and Auxiliary Battalions is 
not yet determined, since there will 
be some men transferred from the 
other services. 
will culminate in the regular two 
week camp at Camp Sarcee, just out 
of Calgary. 


Training in 
U.A.T.C. Takes 


Two Sessions 


Reclassified as L.A.C’s 


Before the War Services regula- 
tions of 1942 required every physic- 
ally fit University student to take 
military training while attending 
University were put into effect, it 
was recognized that many would 
wish to take basic Air Force train- 
ing in conjunction with their‘studies. 
As a result, the University Air 
Training Corps was formed in May, 
1942. During the past year, 19 units 
of the U.A.T.C. have been in opera- 
tion in universities and colleges 
across Canada. No. 8 U.A.T.C. oper- 
ating at the U. of A. had a very 
successful year, and is rated as one 
of the best units in Canada. Forty 
members of those who took training 
here last year are now on active 
service with the R.C.A.F. 

Training is operated under the 
supervision of both University staff 
members and the R.C.A.F. Squadron 
Leader Hardy and his associates, 
Flying Officers Salter and Thornton, 
are members of the University staff 
who are commissioned as officers in 
the U.A.T.C. doing duty as in- 
structors. 

Flying Officer A. W. McMillan, 
of the R.C.A.F., is adjutant, succeed- 
ing FO. Allen, a graduate in law 
from this University, who went on 
active service in the R.C.A.F. Air 
Crew, and died in an airplane crash. 

To become a member of the U. A. 
T. C., students must be accepted as 
medically fit and sign a certificate 
of honorable intention to “go active” 
uvon termination of their University 
course by graduation or “otherwise.” 
A complete clothing kit is issued to 


The training period ! 


Radio Station CKUA Resumes Broadcasting 


LS.S. Suggested For Student 


War Drive at 


PACKING BOOKS FOR THE PRISON CAMPS 


These books are to be sent to prisoners of war by organizations such as 
the Inter-Varsity Student Service and the Y.M.C.A. An account of this 
work is to be found elsewhere on this page. 


the enlistee when he enlists, and he 
is given the rank of AC2, and quali- 
fied men are appointed to the 
limited vacancies in the N.C.O. ranks. 
One hundred and thirty hours of 
training are required per University 
session, and is given on the basis of 
six hours per week. The members 
of the unit will also be required to 
spend fourteen days at camp in the 
spring. 

The training covers Air Crew 
Basic Training as given at the I.T.S., 
and is completed in two University 
sessions, plus the two spring periods 
at camp. Instruction in navigation, 
signals, aircraft recognition, meter- 
ology, airmanship, drill, law and ad- 
ministration constitute the major 
portion of the course. Airmen who 
successfully complete the two years’ 
training are reclassified as L.A.C’s, 
and upon transferring to active ser- 
vice will be permitted to by-pass the 
greater part of the. basic training. 

A maximum of thirty days’ pay at 
standard R.C.A.F. rates is allowed 
each man per year, with approxi- 
mately 16 days during the winter 
calculated as six hours per day and 
14 days while at camp. The men 
who took U.A.T.C. last term found 
it interesting work, and all mem- 
bers had flying trips while at the 
spring camps. 


Engineers in 
Army Course 
Number Sixty 


Registered in Applied Science 


Have Compulsory Tutorial 


The newest addition to the U. of 
A. campus is another group of uni- 
formed men. This group consists of 
sixty young soldiers who are en- 
listed in the Active Army for general 
service. They are here on our 
campus, taking a special course in 
Army Engineering. While registered 
in the Faculty of Applied Science, 
they must take besides a course in 
military writing, and later in the 
year a short course on engines. 

The idea of an Army Engineering 
course originated at the University 
of Toronto, where it was tried last 
year. It was found very successful, 
and has therefore been inaugurated 
this year into most of Canada’s uni- 
versities. The unit here is, then, 


| year. 


Hot Chocolate, 


Soup Served 
by House Ec 


Supplied to Men and Women 
Students 


Served in South Lab and 
Ag Library 


The House Ec. Department is 
serving hot soup or hot chocolate 
from 12:10 to 12:30 pm. Monday 
through Friday each week until the 
cafeteria opens. This year they are 
willing to serve the men as well as 


the women students. Women are 
served in the South Lab, while the 
men will gather in the Agricultural 
Library. There is a charge of 5c for 
the service. 


only a small part of the 1,200 men 
in the No. 2 Canadian Army Univer- 
sity Course, No. 1 having been held 
at the University of Toronto last 


These men in khaki have exactly 
the same status under the Univer- 
sity regulations, and are permitted 
the same privileges, as any civilian 
student. That is, they are are long 
as said status or privileges do not 
conflict with the military discipline 
under which the men are, of course. 


On every week night, Monday 
through Saturday, during their 33- 
week course (which is a few days 
longer than that of the civilian first 
years), the Army. Engineers must 
endure 24% hours of compulsory 
tutorial. Perhaps compulsory tutorial 
is a good thing; in the opinion of 
Dean Wilson of the Faculty of Ap- 
plied Science it will be interesting 
to see just how the marks of the 
Army class and the civilian class 
compare. It is to be hoped, however, 
that if any special event occurs in 
the evening, the men at St. Steve’s 
will be allowed liberty for the night. 


To Captain E. W. Newland and his 
prospective officers we are certain 
that the students of the University 
of Alberta extend’a hearty welcome. 
The hand of fellowship is offered to 
our fellow students; we hope they 
will enjoy their stay here, even if it 


does mean hard work. 


niversity 


Send Aid to War Stricken 
Students 


International Student Service is a 
world-wide organization. It is non- 
sectarian, non-political and non- 
racial. The Service was born dur- 
ing World WarI of Y.M.C.A. parent- 
age. On August 30, 1943, World’s 
Student Relief was formed, which 
included Pax Romana with Abbi 
Gremaud as General Secretary; 
European Student Relief under lead- 
ership of Dale Brown, secretary for 
Canada, Tracy Strong Jr. and Yngue 
Frykholm, secretaries for France 
and Germany respectively; the Na- 
tional Student Relief Committee of 
China with Lymen Hoover and 
Kiang Wen Han as General Secre- 
taries; the International Student 
Service of England; and finally, the 
World’s Student Service Fund of the 
United States. The chairman of 
World’s Student Relief is Dr. Hans 
Bosshardt; the General. Secretary, 
Andre de Blonay. Headquarters are 
at Geneva, with a staff of forty. 


Dale Brown works among the 
camps of prisoners ,internees and re- 
fugees in Canada. He makes a re- 
gular tour of these camps, satisfy- 
ing the intellectual and recreational 
needs of the men. Up to six months 
ago sufficient funds had not been 
raised across Canada to pay the 
secretary’s salary. 


It has been suggested that Inter- 
national Student Service be the 
major war service drive for the Uni- 
versity of Alberta this coming term. 
There are students to be fed. There 
are students who are well fed, but 
who need clothes. All cases of need 
are reported by the Red Cross and 
the Y.M.C.A. representatives to 
Andre de Blonay at the Geneva 
office. Correspondence courses are 


sent out from universities in unoc-. 


cupied countries to Prisoners’ of 
War Camps. The University of 
Cambridge send such courses to 
prison camps in Germany. Libraries 
are built up. One camp in Germany 
boasts of 3,000 volumes provided 
through the efforts of our organiz- 


| ations in Geneva and the Red Cross. 


Many students find themselves des- 
titute in their home lands. I. S. S. 
representatives found students in 
Greece attempting to keep up a 
daily routine of work on two ounces 
of bread and two sardines per day. 


Canada’s first contribution to the 
need in Greece went to the purchase 
of a kitchen so that students could 
cook their food and live more 
cheaply. The Greek relief is ex- 
panding, for fresh reports have 
arrived from Athens, and particu- 
larly from Salonika, giving dramatic 
pictures of the tremendous difficul- 
ties facing both students and pro- 
fessors, owing to lack of medical 
supplies and nourishing food. The 
European Student Relief has still 
got possibilities of purchasing such 
goods through International Red 
Cross, if funds can be raised—and 
released quickly. A system of 
adopting Belgian students whose 


(Continued on Page 2) 


Deadline For 
Gateway Set 


All persons handing in material 
for publication to the office of The 
Gateway, whether club notices, news 
stories or feature items should be 
advised that the manuscript should 
be typewritten, double-spaced and 
written on one side of the paper 
only. The deadline for Friday edi- 
tions is Tuesday noon; all material 
reaching our office after that date 
will be held for the next edition. 


NOTICE 


Nominations are sought for the 
positions of: 

President of Hockey, 
President of Boxing, 
President of Wrestling, 
President of Track, 
President of Badminton, 
President of Fencing. 

All applications should be ad- 
dressed to Bob Schrader, President 
of Men’s Athletics and left at the 
Students’ Union Office. 


S. Risk Back 


From Cornell; 


Will Direct CKUA Players; 


Folklore Work 


Conducted by 


Robert Gard at University 


“Pirates of Peace River” to be Broadcast 
GATEWAY NEWS NEEDS DIRECTOR 


CKUA, theUniversity Radio Station, is resuming its regular 
broadcasting schedule on Monday, October 4, with a variety of 


fine programs. 


-Music, including opera, symphony and the 
C.B:C. songs, will be regular features. 


Mr. Sydney Rick, who 


has recently returned from Cornell University where he has 
been studying on a Rockefeller scholarship, will resume his 
activities, and present the new CKUA Players in a series of 
radio dramas. The CKUA players were famous on the campus 


a few years ago, when Miss Sheila 
Marryat directed them. Mr. Risk 
hopes to revive this group, and is 
presenting a north country comedy, 
“The Pirates of Peace River,” which 
was written by Elsie Park Gowan, 
famous Canadian playwright. This 
presentation, which will be given 
Wednesday, October 6, at 8:30, will 
begin the weekly series. 

Another promising feature will be 
under the direction of Robert E. 
Gard, who is at the University on a 
jointly sponsored project of the 
Rockefeller Foundation and the Uni- 
versity of Alberta to establish a local 
history and Alberta folklore project. 
During the past two summers Mr. 
Gard has offered a course in play- 
writing at the Banff School of Fine 
Arts. He is seeking humor tales of 
the Alberta countryside; tall stories 
of dust, hail, wind and snow. He 
believes that characters of the 
countryside are good sources of 
humor. This material he hopes to 
make available to Canadian authors 
and playwrights. With the local 
history, he hopes to start local his- 
tory societies to collect documents 
for the provincial archives. Upon 
obtaining this material, Mr. Gard 
will try and discover its sources. Mr. 
Gard will be on the air Fridays 
from 6:45 to 7:00 p.m., in the pro- 
gram, “Alberta, Its Stories and His- 
tory,” and will then relate a number 
of stories about the province, and 
ask for co-operation in obtaining 
more material. 3 

As soon as the Provincial News 
Director is appointed, The Gateway 
News program will be resumed, 
which will broadcast news events 
from the University of Alberta. 


Seek Ex-Students 


Names, Addresses 


WILL RECEIVE PAPER 


The Gateway staff wishes that all 
students would inform The Gateway 
office of the names and addresses of 
former students in uniform. Al- 
though newspapers may not be sent 
overseas, the circulation staff wishes 
to mail Gateways to those of the 
University men in the forces who are 
stationed in Canada. Letters re- 
ceived from recipients of last year’s 
Gateways, some of which you have 
seen published, indicate the genuine 
appreciation of the boys upon re- 
ceiving papers. It is the policy 2f 
The Gateway this year to continue to 
keep these men in touch with the 
Alma Mater that they might not 
forget their connection with it in the 
period in which they are away. 


Executive Elected 
By Varsity Choir; 
Smith is President 


At a recent meeting of the Uni- 
versity Choir, new officers were 
elected. They are as follows: 

President: Majorie Smith. 

Vice-President: Art Boorman. 

Sec.-Trsasurer: Gwyneth Jones. 

Librarian: Norris Bertrand. 

Publicity: Anne Semak. 

For the present, Miss Gwyneth 
Jones is directing the choir. Any 
students interested in music are 
asked to attend. 


NOTICE 


Students are advised to watch the 
open mail boxes at the University 
Post Office, in the basement of the 
Arts Building. Often mail from the 
Faculty is to be found in these 
boxes. 


Photographer For 
GATEWAY Staff; 


Will Sell Snaps 


Pat Robinson Offers Services 


An official photographer has been 
added-to the list of Gateway offi- 
cials. Mr. Pat Robinson, who has 
a fine record as a photographer, has 
consented to take charge of this 
work in the capacity of Official 
Photographer. This department hopes 
to be able to supply to the student 
body quantities of pictures of stu- 
dent activities, candid shots, campus 
buildings and news pictures. Since 
there is a definite shortage of film 
and so many students are unable to 
take these pictures, Pat has offered 
to print a number of these pictures 


and offer them for sale to the stu- 


dents. All proceeds will be pooled 
to buy more film, newspaper cuts 
and photographic equipment. This 
will supply The Gateway with an 
up-to-date file of campus pictures, 
and will give the students a series of 
fine pictures for their scrap books 
in case the year book fails to ma- 
terialize. ac ae 


No Annual Play — 
Or Philharmonic 


Interyear Plays Remain 


During the summer the local War 
Services Board ruled that this year, 
due to the strict regulations govern- 
ing students curricular standings, 
there would be no Philharmonic or 
Annual Play. They state that an 
investigation has revealed that there 
was a serious enough decline in 
standings among the participants to 
warrant this action. They recom- 
mend that the Interyear plays be 
continued, for as these plays are 
only one-act performances, they do 
not involve as much time for re- 
hearsals, and the responsibility is 
divided amongst a greater number of 
students. 


X-Ray For All 
Students; Free 


The Department of Health has 
responded to the request of the 
Committee on Medical Services of 
the University to take a miniature 
chest X-ray film of all students. 
Arrangements have been made to 
begin the work of taking the films 
on Tuesday, October 5th, at 3 a.m:, at 
the Infirmary. 
6All Freshmen will be required to 
have these films made in order to 
complete their medical examination. 

All other students are urged to © 
take advantage of this arrangement 
to have a thorough chest eXamina- 
tion without expense to themselves 
or to the Medical Services of the 
University. : 

Notices will be posted on the 
bulletin boards to indicate the time 
at which students will present them- 
selves to the Medical Officer in 
charge. 

Students will be excused from 
lectures for the hour during which 
they are required to parade, and 
absence cards will not be required. 

In order that delays may be 
avoided, students are requested to 
be prompt in their attendance on- 
parade. 


Dont Forget The Interfac Rugby Game Today 


f 
\ 
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Tim Buck 


to Speak 


Will Address Political Science Club 


Tim Buck is coming to our University. The former leader 
of the Communist Party will address a meeting in Convocation 
Hall on the evening of Tuesday, October 5: 

Sponsored by the Political Science Club, Mr. Buck will 
address the meeting on the platform and program of the newly- 
formed Labor-Progressive Party. This is the first meeting this 


year of the Political Science Club. 


It expects to bring other 


prominent political leaders to the campus in the course of the 


* * 


— Requiem 


(Note: The following poem, writ- 
ten by an ex-University of Alberta 
student, appeared in the August- 
September issue of “The Canadian 
Review of Music and Art.” The 
‘author, Mario Prizek, was born in 
Edmonton and studied in Edmonton 
schools, and at the University of 
Alberta in 1941-42. He attended 
the Banff School of Fine Arts on a 
scholarship, painted, wrote prose and 
poetry and danced in the ballet of 
the Empire Opera Company. He has 
written extensively, most of which, 
he says, has been unseen by any 
publisher, and has exhibited his 
paintings in several galleries, in- 
cluding the Toronto Art Gallery 
(with the Canadian Society of 
Painters in London). Prizek joined 
the air force in the capacity of radio 
technician while he was a student at 
University, and is now overseas.) 


REQUIEM 


Compadre, quiero morir decente- 
mente en mi cama, de acero, si puede 
ser, con las sabanes de holanda.— 
Lorca. 


This is the age— 

Across the page a shattered shadow 
floats 

Into strange markings. 

Stones rise up. 

(Sad are their musty songs 

And sadder sob the floating notes.) 

Then, gathering their skirts of dust 
about them 

They must walk strange streets. 

That long and stretch longer 

Into repeating sound 

Around the world. 

The voices waver .on the air. 

The skirts are weeping, 

Sweeping on the ground. 

They soften sound. 


This is the age 

Of sage tappings 

On a plunking string. 

The tombs shall walk 

On bended wings. 

These things shall come to pass. 

And when the wings have passed— 

Must we then ask the dust if we are 
brothers? 


How strange the earth repeats 
The taps of mind. 

So blind we whirl 

To skirling pipes. 

Fifes glisten rhythm. 


Ah! Time there is 

For wild abandon— 

Search the rampant wiles of time 

That beats the rhyme 

Sublime— 

This age, 

' So sage. 

So sing the birds; 

So say the bards, 

“The world sways on a silent 
thread.” 

Overhead 

We overheard 

The birds. 

Thus did they trill 

O’er the well— 

Of lonely echoes washing out the 
lines, 

Of slender vines. 

Close, and closer run the words. 

Why sing of birds? 


The music stops— 

And all is still. 

But echoes tremble from the well. 
There, in a tomb, 

The house of doom, 

A harlot wails. 

Thus sing the nightingales 
To the moon. 

Shall we turn back to dust? 
Who says we must? 

Dust unto lust, 

Return to dust, 

Returns the worm of lust 
Into such things— 

The wings of tombs. 

Then sing of moons! 


Thus we return to earth. 

Thus came our birth. 

How are the mighty fallen 
earth! 

Sway dirges, sway! 

So say the bards— 

“So shall it come to pass.” 

Alas! 

The wage was hard; 

The age has not yet passed. 

This is an age that will not last. 


One backward look— 
So ends the book. 


into 


term. As many students know, Mr. 
Buck has for years been a prominent 
figure in Canadian public life. But 
this will be the first occasion on 
which he has visited the Universitv 
of Alberta. 

Born in Southern England in 1890, 
Mr. Buck came to Canada a boy of 
eighteen. He had apprenticed as a 
machinist before leaving England, 
and took up this trade in his first 
years on this side of the Atlantic. 
Soon he became an active trade 
unionist, having held various posts 
in trade unions. 

Mr. Buck was deeply stirred by 
the Russian Revolution. In the 
establishment of the Communist 
regime he saw the hope and the 
salvation of the working class in all 
countries. Soon he was busy doing 
his bit to help the Bolsheviks to 
stabilize their position. In 1919-20 
there was a big move on the part 
of most Western powers to inter- 
vene in Russia and establish a less 
radical government. Troops were 
actually sent to help various coun- 
ter-revolutionary groups. Tim Buck 
was very active in organizing cam- 
paigns against such intervention. 

A year or two later he became 
the leading organizer of the Work- 
er’s Party of Canada. In 1923 the 
Workers’ Party reorganized as the 
Communist Party of Canada, and 
affiliated with the Third Interna- 
tional. Tim Buck remained one of 
the principal leaders of the Com- 
munist Party right up to its recent 
dissolution. 

He has run repeatedly since 1923 
for various civic posts in Toronto. 
At first his support was quite in- 
significant, but early in 1939 he 
polled 48,000 votes in a Toronto civic 
election. 

Shortly after the war broke out, 
Tim Buck and the Communist Party 
launched an anti-war campaign. 
They did this because of their sin- 
cere conviction that the war was 
really directed against the working 
classes of the world rather than 
Nazi Germany. Soon the Communist 
Party was banned, and Tim Buck 
went into hiding, carrying out its 
activities underground. 

The events of 1941 completely 
changed the tenor of the war from 
the viewpoint of the Communists. 
So by the end of 1941, Tim Buck 
was campaigning most vigorously for 
a greater war effort. In 1942, while 
one of the most vigorous exponents 
of a united and total war effort, he 
was still sought by the police for 
anti-war activities. Finally, just 
about a year ago, Tim Buck walked 
into a police station and gave him- 
self up. In a short time he was 
released again, and was conducting 
a vigorous campaign for a total war 
effort against Germany. The Com- 
munist Party as such, however, was 
and still is banned. 

This summer the Labor-Progres- 
sive Party was organized by Com- 
munist leaders and others. Tim 
Buck was unanimously elected Na- 
tional leader of this party at its first 
convention. At present he is tour- 
ing Canada lecturing on the Labor- 
Progressive Party’s program, and 
organizing for the next Federal 
election. 

Today Tim Buck cuts a prominent 
figure in Canadian public life. We 
have few opportunities to meet such 
a colorful leader. 


TO MY FELLOW PRISONER 


The iron door clangs, the cell 
darkens, 

And iron bars stand in the window. 

Weeks pass in day’s sameness, the 
months grow, 

And from the months dreary years 
pass. 


But hold, hold, my comrade, 
Clench your fists at the hours, 
Though heart’s anguish devours, 
Far from even me. 


Why must your hands grip the bars, 
fellow-prisoners? 

Why can’t you march with soldiers? 

Out there beyond your barred win- 
dow, 

There, outside, where the war is? 


But you will learn how to hold here. 

This bitter trial is your war now. 

There will be time to fight later. 

For now—hold your head high. 

For blood soaks your soil, oh my 
comrade, 

And metal clangs in our songs. 

They come to us on the wind. 

They beat at the doors of the prison. 

They hammer with fists of song. 

Soon our fury will smash doors of 
iron. 

—From “Poland Fights,” translated 
by Don Perris. 


TIM BUCK 


Tim Buck, former Communist leader, will address a meeting of the 
Political Science Club in Mid 158 on Tuesday, October 5. He is repre- 
senting the newly-formed Labor-Progressive Party, and will outline his 


party’s platform. 


LS.S. PROPOSED 
FOR WAR DRIVE 


(Continued from Page 1) 


living conditions were appalling is 
supported from Geneva, and has 
found generous contributors in 
Sweden too, as the result of the 
recent appeal. With the combined 
efforts of Swiss and Swedish stu- 
dents, the E.S.R. hopes to be able 
to increase the number of Belgian 
students to be helped by food par- 
cels from Lisbon. 

Recent correspondence from a 
camp made up of prisoners taken 
by the German army at Tunisia says: 
“A city of barracks, separated by 
streets and square, endless miles of 
barbed wire, only interrupted here 
and there by the threatening sil- 
houette of a watch tower. These 
are the daily surroundings of mil- 
lions of young men—of some 2,000 
prisoners mostly taken in Tunisia, 
who suddenly and _ bewilderingly 
have had to adapt themselves to 
that strange and restricted life of a 
prisoner of war. This being a re- 
cently erected camp, the prisoners 
had not yet been able to establish 
a regular contact with their own 
people at home. What this personal 
contact means to countless indi- 
viduals was made clear to me when 
we ended up with a tour of the 
camp. 

“It came in a flash when I had a 
brief chat with a lonesome and 
somewhat bewildered looking law 
student, and told him that we would 
be glad to help him in every possible 
way to continue his studies during 
captivity. Like most of his fellow 
prisoners, this student had not yet 
received a single communication 
from home since being taken pris- 
oner more than four months before. 
And here he was, unexpectedly ap- 
proached by a fellow student from 
the outside, offering personal and 
individual assistance for this par- 
ticular intellectual need. ‘My, this 
was a perfect godsend, I must say! 
was his half-stammered reaction. ‘I 
thought my time in this camp was 
going to be completely wasted!’ 

His eyes were simply shining be- 
hind his spectacles as he thanked me 
for this offer, which to him meant 
a new ray of hope, a tiny bit of 
meaning in a meaningless world.” 

Communications from China de- 
scribe Chungking University as 
“housed in mud and wattle, full of 
rats and bed-bugs and draughts. 
Students sleep on double-decker 
beds, eat standing up, supplement 
the vagaries of the electricity supply 
with vegetable oil lamps and fourth 
rate candles, and in general, all the 
stories you have heard are true. 
They are poor as mice, out of touch 
with their homes, their clothes wear- 
ing out, their books borrowed from 
the library, their state of health get- 
ting lower and lower. I think the 
professors are in even morse condi- 
tion. The minority that carry on the 
university task, come what may, 


LOANS 


ANCA SLY 


Z 


BY 


BRITISH WOOLLENS 


Greers Limited 


Yee 


Telephone 25495 


NI TAN IVAN AXii78\ 


PURUTUTUTOe 


BUY 


BURBERRY COATS 
for Ladies and Men | 


SOTO 


Men’s Wear Specialists 


10073 Jasper Ave., 
Edmonton, Alberta 


without yielding to economic and 
other pressures, have my unbounded 
admiration, and it is a rare privilege 
to be able to know them and in 
se small measure, to share their 
life.’ 


International Student Service ex- 
pects $20,000 from Canadian Univer- 
sities Last vear the University of 
Toronto made I.S.S. a major, cam- 
pus-wide drive. It was a great suc- 
cess. With the budget doubled for 
this year, can we as students of the 
University of Alberta do anything 
less than the utmost on behalf of 
those of our ranks who are in need, 
many of whom may be students of 
our own Alma Mater interned over- 
seas? 


LIMERICKS 


There once was a scheming young 
minx 
Who fluttered her eyes att he Sphinx. 
“How pertly she slinx!” 
(He shivered his chinx) 
“Methinx,” said the Sphinx, “that 
she winx!” 


“Let’s have a chat,” said the cat, 

To a toothsomely fat little rat. 
“Why, yes,” said the rat, 
‘Tll get a cravat, 
“A pink one, at that, 
“And beaverskin hat,— 

And postpone that last line inde- 
finitely.” 


One dark night in Prague a Czech 
policeman spotted a man who ap- 
peared to be chalking something on 
a wall. Going closer he saw, written 
in Czech, the words, “Perish Hitler!” 

Immediately he shouted indig- 
nantly at his countryman: 

“Fool! Haven’t you heard that all 
public inscriptions must be written 


first in German and then in Czech?” : 


The new term at the U.A.H. really 
began on September 6, with a gen- 
eral meeting of all the student 
nurses, presided over by Midge 
Clendennan, in absence of the pre- 
sident, Nan Mitchell. Plans for the 
forthcoming year were discussed 
with the usual gusto, and it was 


*|decided that a function would be 


planned for each month. 
A hike was conducted in honor of 


HOSPITAL HIGHLIGHTS 


the new probies—all 24 of them—on 
September 20, when a very peppy 
time was had by all, the traditional 
appetite of nurses adding to the 
enjoyment. s 

With Pat Routledge as vice-presi- 
dent, the nurses are taking con- 
siderably more interest in the acti- 
vities of the Students’ Union this 
year, and are determined to give it 
the best possible support. 


Better Glasses 


A. ASHDOWN MARSHALL 


and Associates 
OPTOMETRISTS 
Eyes Examined, Glasses Designed, Accurate Repairs 
- Better Health 
2 
Edmonton Branch: 10345 Jasper Ave. 
Phone 22342 


...the way to win a welcome wherever you go 


Where you find democracy, you find the feeling of friendliness. It’s 
made up of little things that mark a way of life; sports, fair play, movies, 
and swing music. A phrase like Havea‘‘Coke’ turns strangersinto friends, 
the same in both hemispheres. Around the globe Coca-Cola stands for 
the pause that refreshes —has become the high-sign of the good-hearted. 


EDMONTON 


oke”= Let’s be friendl 


“Coke’’= Coca-Cola 


It’s natural for 
popular names to 
acquire friendly 
abbreviations. 
That’s why you 
hear Coca-Cola 
called ‘‘Coke.’’ 
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The Name of 
GOERTZ 


is Internationally known 


‘Be sure to have your Year Book Photo 


taken at 


GOERTZ STUDIO 


WINNER OF 74 INTERNATIONAL AWARDS 
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REMINISCENCES OF FRESHMAN WEEK 


The Gruesome 
Details Follow 


_ (Kditor’s Note: The following is 
taken from The Gateway files of 
October, 1925, when Freshman Intro- 
duction Week featured all the 
devilishly original tortures that the 
upper classmen could dream up.) 
The grande finale of initiation 
week began at the cold grey hour of 
3 a.m. on Thursday, October 8. The 


_ Frosh, with vivid and fearful anti- 


cipations of the ordeal to come, 
were sent to bed early the previous 
evening. At the appointed hour 
they began filing into the lower 
gymnasium of Athabasca Hall, where 
their numbers were checked off and 
the roll called. Tightly blindfolded 
and with hands bound behind their 
backs, they were formed in rows, 
like prisoners awaiting the hand of 
the executioner, while the preparers 
of the ritual completed final arrange- 


ments. 


At last all were ready. With 
elaborate ceremonial, the first vic- 
tim was conducted to the sacrificial 
altar. After mounting what seemed 
to the poor Freshie to be an inter- 
minable number of steps, he was, 
still blindfolded, thrown into space. 
The fall ending abruptly, he was 
tossed high in the air, to fall again, 
and again to soar skywards. 

The initiatory degree was now well 
under way. Already startled, the 
wondering Freshie was jammed into 
a barrel from which—at least to his 
probably distorted imagination—had 
just been emptied a heterogeneous 
mixture of garlic, axle grease, lim- 
burger cheese, and other things 
which it would be strictly “commeil 
faut” to mention, and rolled down an 
incline. Emerging from this, he 
was faced with a gigantic push ball, 
and ordered to climb it while his 
conductors unmercifully flailed the 
posterior part of his anatomy with 
paddles. 

From here the green one, amazed 
at the diabolical subtlety of his tor- 
ture, was sent backward between 
two bars, paddled as he went. To 
his relief he was seated in a com- 
fortable chair, only to bound up- 
ward as a jolt of electricity passed 
through him. After climbing a lad- 
der which seemed to lead him into 
mid-air, he was shot into a tunnel, 


‘where frightful sounds rang in his 
_ terrified ears. 


On emerging from 
here he was again flailed, sent scutt- 
ling along another ladder, and 
hurried along a passageway with 
deep steps coming at varied and un- 
know intervals. Wafted almost into 
unconsciousness—if he had not al- 
ready reached that state—by a ter- 
rible anaesthetic, he was placed on 
the operating table, where a mus- 
tard plaster was applied to his chest 
and a vile mixture to his hair. 
Proceeding downstairs, he was led 
into another chamber, and_thor- 
oughly calcimined. The worst was 
over. All that remained was to wait 


in patient resignation while his 
comrades underwent the same 
ordeal. 


When all was apparently over, 
blindfolds were removed and the 
thankful Freshmen were seated in 
the balcony. of the gymnasium and 
allowed the privilege of witnessing 
the initiation of a few late comers. 

The merriment with which they 
followed the antics of their com- 
rades showed that what they them- 
selves had gone through had not 
been as bad as the foregoing recital 
would indicate. A much appre- 
ciated breakfast of rolls, apples and 
coffee, broken with Varsity yells 
and songs, was handed out by the 
Sophs. 

Preparatory to the grand after- 
theatre climax, the yelling gang was 
initiated into the secrete of the 
snake dance, running over the cam- 
pus and through the dance in Atha- 
basca Hall. 

With the purpose of instructing 
them in the art of playing the game 
of “Tip the Bucket,” the painted and 
bespattered congregation was as- 
sembled on the campus in front of 
Pembina Hall, where the apparatus, 
carefully prepared according to 
Hoyle, was ready. This consisted of 
a box suspended on two pails, about 
eight feet high. One side of this 
box had an extension containing a 
circular hole about six inches in 
diameter. Two men played the 
game at once. One sat in a wheel- 
barrow and held posed in his up- 
lifted hand a wooden spear, with 
instructions to throw it through the 
hole as the second participant 
wheeled him under the box. In said 
box was a pail of ice cold water, 
and if, in the rush between the 
pails, the spearman failed to pass’ 
his weapon cleanly through the 
opening, the bottom of the box was 
released and the water descended 
upon the heads of the unlucky pair. 
Having learned this game to their 
entire satisfaction, the Frosh were 
released to prepare for the big event 
of the afternoon. 

At 2:30 p.m., all were once more 
gathered on the campus. Resident 
Freshmen were lined up against non- 
residents in an endeavour to put 
the big push ball across the oppon- 
ent’s line. For two five-minute 
periods the rivals battled furiously, 
but neither scored. The next event 
was Sophs against Frosh, in which 
the rivalry was even more keen. 
Although there was little actual hard 
feeling, the bystanders could, at any 
time, see half a dozen little affrays 
going on, apart from the main con- 
test. The first point was gained by 
the Freshmen; the second, a much 
disputed one, by the Sophs. The 
game waxed hot and fast for over 
fifteen minutes, but no more points 
were made by either side. 

And so the Class of ’29 were in- 
troduced to, and became full-fledged 
members of, the University of 
Alberta. 
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Front of the Arts Building where Freshmen and others gather to discuss subjects and problems—and to have their pictures taken. 
Mary Spencer, plaid suit and all, is caught by the Candid Camera man as she goes home. 
Two Freshmen smile for the birdie. % 
Beryl and Betty, Freshettes with the sun in their eyes, let the Cameraman snap a picture. 
Wilson, Butterfield, McCaffery Inc., Freshman Counsellors, arrange for Freshie photographs. 
Art Follett, Jean Massey, Mary Soper, and Pinky Helmer pose for the camera. 


Review of Freshie Week’s Activities; 
Smoker for Men; Tea for Women; 
Tea Dance—All Memories Now 


BOB BUCKLEY, FRESHMAN COMMITTTEE HEAD 


The Freshmen and Freshettes of 
’43 have been given a royal welcome 
to Varsity. All functions of Fresh- 
man Introduction Week were run 
by the Freshman Introduction Com- 
mittee, ably assisted by the Co-ed 
Club, which did the catering on two 
occasions. The Wauneita Society 
welcomed Freshettes with a tea and 
a hike, while the E.S.S. put on a 
smoker for the Freshmen. 


The first Wauneita function was 
on Wednesday afternoon in the 


men’s Arts common room, where 
Mrs. Robert Newton received new 
women students and Dr. Mary Win- 
spear poured tea. 


Wednesday evening at Con Hall, 
Freshies gathered to hear Dr. New- 
ton’s address. He stressed the 
duties of the University towards 
society, and the responsibilities of 
the students as its representatives in 
the post-war world. Gerard Amer- 
ongen, President of the Students’ 
Council, spoke a few words in a 
lighter vein. Dr. Winspear spoke 
briefly to the Freshettes, highlight- 


ing “the woman’s angle” of campus 
life. 

A tea dance was held in the drill 
hall Thursday by the Freshman In- 
troduction Committee. After initial 
difficulties with the Wurlitzer, the 
affair was set off to a fine start by 
the efforts of Ken Nickerson, Bill 
Simpson and associates. The more 
bashful of the Frosh got into the 
“Paul Jones’ dances and a lot of 
the shyness wore off. Cakes and 
punch were served by the Co-ed 
Club. 


The evening of the same day, 
Freshmen were entertained at a 
smoker under the auspices of the 
E.S.S., and Freshettes attended a 
weiner roast at the Chalet. The 
girls spent the evening eating 
“dawgs” and singing. 

A Freshman Pep Rally was held 
by the F.LC. Friday night in the 
drill hall. Enthusiastic students 
roared out Varsity yells and songs, 
and a few other appropriate ballads, 


under the direction of a group of 
cheer-leaders, who ran both them- 
selves and their vocal chords quite 
ragged for good old U. of A. The 
rally was followed by a dance, when 
more Freshmen met more Freshettes 
and both got along very well. 

The festivities of Freshman week 
reached a climax in the Mixer Dance 
held in Convocation Hall on Satur- 
day night. Most of the Freshies 
turned out in their best bibs and 
tuckers. The packed floor and the 
general friendly atmosphere wore off 
most of the shyness. That “day-old- 
check” look became a thing of the 
past. 

The Freshman Introduction Com- 
mittee, headed by Bob Buckley, in- 
cluded Bill Simpson, Alf Harper,‘Ken 
Nickerson, Jimmie McBride, Ralph 
Jamieson, Doris Tanner, Betty Mc- 
Caffrey, Hermie De Pfieffer, Lois 
McQueen, Laverna Quinn, Betty 
Johnstone, Betty Wilson, Joan But- 
terfield, Mary Soper, Ruth Waddell, 
Sheila McRae. 


They’re all in their places 
With bright shiny faces, 
The Frosh know the way 
To work and to play. 


Jitterbugs Give Show 
at Freshie Mixer Dance 


KEMSLEY AND WARD WIN PRIZE 


‘ 


At 8:15 last Saturday night, “Con” Hall opened its doors 
once more to a throng of happy students just returned from the 
carefree days of a wonderful summer and the easy-going life 


of high school. 


If their bright and shining faces were any indication of how 
they felt, the Frosh were thoroughly enjoying themselves from 
beginning to end. The tense excitement of the first few dances 
as the Frosh looked their partners over with awe and admira- 
tion for a fellow sufferer, soon gave way to genuine smiles and 


VOX STUDENTI 


Yehudi was pretty busy last week 
attending all the freshman functions 
to see the new freshettes. So he 
didn’t have much time to peek 
around. corners to see what the old 
juniors and seniors were doing. And 
anyway, no one is interested in them 
for awhile—or are they? 

He did notice Frank Murphy at 
the tea dance looking over the new 
crop, as usual. How many years is 
this, Frank? Also, what is your 


verdict? Yehudi thinks they are 
better than ever. 


Rumors of a man shortage at the 
U. of A. were floating around 
Yehudi’s ears, but he had thought 
that the stag line at the Freshie 
Mixer disproved them. And then in 
Tuck one day he blinked and got 
quite confused again, ’cause he saw 
three gals, Butterfield, De Pfyffer 
and Waddell, working on little Lou 
Beauchamp. With three against one, 
he didn’t have a chance of course. 


Yehudi strolled around Garneau 
the other day and he saw Sheila 
McCrae enjoying the lovely autumn 
weather with a lanky lad. Frankly, 
fer gosh sakes, he wants to know if 
this is turning into one of those 
eternal triangles? 


Yours truly felt benevolent at the 
Mixed Dance. He was glad to see 
that almost everyone ‘mixed and 
seemed to have fun. Something new 
has been added to dances that makes 
those old junior and senior boys 
seem staid. The freshies can jitter, 
and “they tell me,” Editor, that 
when you dance with dark-eyed Dot 
Ward it’s out of this world. She 
won a prize for jive, and “they tell 
me” it’s two tickets to the Wauneita. 
Don’t forget, bovs, now is the time 
to work on the girls. I’ve started, 
believe me. The date of the Wau- 
neita is rumored to be around the 
20th of next month, so good luck. 

And speaking of the Freshie 
Mixer, there was the story about 
the senior who went to the dance 
and swallowed a line that was 
handed to her by a little freshman. 
It seems he talked her into believ- 
ing he was an Indian, warpaint and 
all. Maybe the seniors are. more 
gullible than the freshettes, fellows? 

Yehudi looked into the library on 
Monday morning, and was proud to 
see the number of students there, 
staring stonily at their books. Chil- 
dren, this is the right attitude; keep 
it up and you'll rate seconds or 
better. 


Yehudi was really shocked to see 
his revered Editor right in there 
with the wolf pack at all the frosh 
functions. (Yehudi doesn’t get to 
be a wolf yet, he’s just a cub re- 
porter.) He said. he was covering 
the dances for The Gateway, but of 
course he lies in his teeth. 

There are quite a few questions 
puzzling your old friend. What was 
the reason for the sudden crop of 
moustaches, and why did they dis- 
appear so quickly? Did the Dekes 
gang up on you, Nick, or was it 
feminine influence? The other 
problem is—Who broke the Tuck 
Shop window? If any of you know 
the answers to these problems, please 
relieve my poor cerebrum. 

Yehudi’s kid sister says this year 
the girls may graduate in short 
dresses. He thinks this would be a 
pity, and couldn’t the seniors beg, 
borrow or steal a long one? And 
what’s this about the next year book 
looking a little anaemic? C'est la 
guerre. 

Well, Yehudi likes to watch the 
way campus couples change part- 
ners. (It reminds him of a dance, 
and he likes dancing.) Changes are 
interesting anyhow, and you get to 
know more people that way. 

Bye for now. Here’s to bigger 
and better peekings. 

YEHUDI. 


laughter as new friends were made 
for the coming year. As the evening 
wore on to near its close, many of 
the smiling faces became more 
serious as they realized the true 
significance of Varsity and all the 
fine things it can stand for; that 
they were there for a reason—to aid 
in the coming world, and that they 
must therefore do their very best, as 
all those in the armed forces are 
doing their very best in a different 
way. They wanted to make the 
most of this casual dance before 
continuing to things more serious. 
They were anxious to meet people, 
new and old; to hold them as perm- 
anent friends far into the future— 
friends who will greatly broaden and 
brighten their lives. Yes, it was 
with genuine regret that the Fresh- 
men watched this dance finally 
come to its end. 


The Frosh, however, were not the 
only ones who enjoyed this dance. 
As in every past year, Seniors, 
Juniors and Sophs were not going to 


be left out of anything—so, somehow 
by making themselves look like 
frightened little Frosh all over again, 
they tremulously wormed their way 
past the -stern doorman, who did 
naught but glance bitingly at them 
in strange wonderment. One of the 
guests who did not have to sneak 
his way in, though, was Lloyd Gris- 
dale, former president of the Stu- 
dents’ Union. 

The “Freshie Mixer” gives the 
Freshies and Freshettes a chance to 
meet others than Frosh; a chance to 
meet others who will be playing an 
important part in their Varsity life, 
and perhaps even for ever after. 
The Freshies gain self-assurance as 
they gaze admiringly on their stead- 
fast Seniors, and think, “Maybe, 
some day ...” And it won’t be 
long before those Freshies are horn- 
ing in on next year’s Freshie Mixer 
—but what am I saying? 

Entertainment was provided by a 
big blonde, Bob Buckley, and his 
staunch assistants, Bill Simpson 
(whom many of you already know) 
and Ken Nickerson. Even the juke- 
bob broke down, but the Engineers 
soon had that fixed, while the crowd 
migrated to the rotunda for free 
cokes and doughnuts. When they 
returned there was music once 
more. After a few more dances 
there was a jitterbug contest, but 
the few jitterbugs were hard to de- 
cide between, giving the audience 
and judges quite a tough ‘job. 
Finally, though, Dot Ward and Art 
Kemsley won out with some very 
superfine jittering. 

Whether in “Con” Hall or in the 


streets, one can’t seem to be able 


to escape those Kandid Kamera men. 
This time he had along his “photo- 
flash,’ and took pictures of many 
happy-faced couples. We hope most 
of them will turn out, for they will 
make excellent souvenirs. 


For the Freshies this dance meant 
the beginning of a new life, with 
new and varied activity—the mixing 
with all their future friends. talk- — 
ing, laughing, joking; not to mention 
a pleasant prelude to some imme- 
diate intense study. I say intense 
study—because since we are so for- 
tunate as to be at Varsity at this 
time, we must continually strive to 
our utmost powers to be a success. 
The government, of course, has 
given us good reason to intensify our 
study, but we must have the will 
within us before we can be a real 
success. So, Freshie, have a good 
time, as you did at the “Mixer,” but 
have it after hours. 


LOST 


A Math 42 Lab. Manuscript in 
folder, in Arts 319. Finder please 
return to Gateway Office. 


KNOX UNITED CHURCH 


(Corner 84th Ave. and 104th St.) 


Rev. Elgin G. Turnbull, B.A., B.D., Minister 
Jack Williams, Choirmaster 


11:00 am.—Sacrement of the Lord’s Supper. 


7:30 pm—Guest Preacher: REV. GORDON A. SISCO, D.D., 
General Secretary of the United Church. S 


8:30 p.m.—Young People’s Fireside Hour. 
CORDIAL WELCOME TO STUDENTS 
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GATEWAY POLICY 


_ Weare entering into our thirty-fifth year of 
publication, and as we glance through The 
Gateway files we are deeply conscious of the 
fine work of our predecessors. We feel that 
‘we should “grow as we go” while we still 
retain those principles which have made The 
‘Gateway a paper of which we are justly 
proud. Thus in establishing our policy we will 
reach back into the past, and attempt to pick 
out those factors which have built The Gate- 


way into a fine student paper, and with these | 


_as a basis, formulate the policy for this year. 


Our primary purpose is to provide as com- 
plete a coverage of campus news as possible,’ 
and give a cross-section of campus opinion. 
Our keystones will therefore be honesty, sin- 
cerity and integrity. We will attempt to inter- 


pret without prejudice or partisanship any | 


matters which come to our attention. We will 
not swing to the extreme Left or Right. We 
will retain our individuality, catering to no 
single class of student, or to any organization. 
We will retain the right to accept or reject 
copy, endeavouring to publish a paper that 
eaters to the best that is in the University. 
We will encourage material from as many 
different writers as possible, students, faculty 
and alumni, thereby linking more closely the 
University students and the faculty and our 
University, past and present. We would seek 
co-operation and understanding from all 
_ readers, for we do not intend to reject material 
indiscriminately, but will rather attempt to 
honestly present student opinions. 

We realize that we exist only as one small 
unit in a much larger whole; we are one Uni- 
versity in many. 
make as full use as possible of the Canadian 


University Press, printing any news item or, 


feature which may directly or indirectly affect 

the students of the University of Alberta. 
When the final edition rolls off the presses 

we hope to be able to look over the files of 


this year and say that we have not failed our | 


policy in any way. 


CO-ED WAR WORK 


Unless the War Board, which exercises full 
authority over all women’s war work on the 
campus, makes a clear and definite statement in 
the very near future regarding the means of 
obtaining hours, many co-eds will find at the 
end of the year that their hours of war work 
total far short of the sixty-hour quota. Ata 
meeting of all women students near the close 
of last year, the, co-eds were told by the 
Director of War Work that hours spent in 
athletics would be credited as hours of war 
service. This statement was reiterated by the 
Women’s Physical Training Instructor at the 
beginning of the present term, and we are sure 
that the majority of girls on the campus are 
under the impression that hours for war work 
can be obtained through activity in sports. 
Evidently the writer of “In the Spotlight” in the 
last Gateway was under that impression. We 
also know that certain students were told they 
would be exempted from at least part of their 
war wirk if they were doing remunerative 
work outside Varsity. 


However, according to Lieut.-Col. Warren, 
no authority has been vested in either the 
director of war work nor the physical training 
instructor to so inform women students, other 
than Freshettes. The War Board alone has the 
power to make decisions concerning war activi- 
ties on the campus for either men or women. 
When the Commanding Officer himself may 


We intend, therefore, to, 


News and Views 


From Other U’s 


CUP. 


“What is the C.U.P.?” is a question frequently 
asked by the students. C.U.P. stands for Canadian 
University Press, and according to the little green 
handbook this is an organization composed of all 
colleges and university undergraduate newspapers in 
Canada. The executive members are the papers them- 
selves. With hundreds and thousands of miles separ- 
ating each, it is rather difficult to collaborate verbally, 
and so the purpose of C.U.P. is to provide a national 
press service to college or university publications. 
This is done by telegranh and mail, resulting in the 
exchange of spot news and feature material. Each 
member thus benefits by obtaining a cross-section of 
Canadian student opinion. 


There are fifteen members of the Canadian Univer- 
sity Press, comprised of papers from Halifax to Van- 
couver, with a circulation of 27,000. The Gateway is 
a link in this trans-Canada chain, so when the letters 
C.U.P. appear in our paper it just means that the 
news has been received hot off the wires from another 
university. 


FRESHMEN. 


It is not only Freshie time at the U. of A., but 
yeverywhere in Canada and the United States campuses 
are thronged with Frosh having their troubles and 
fun. At the State College in South Dakota registration 
has dropped from 1,176 to 383 students. Even so, they 
are attempting to keep up their old tradition of Hobo 
Day in an abbreviated form. There is a rule that 
upon entering State in September, no man shall shave 
until Hobo Day, when prizes are given for the best 
beard. The girls on this day dress as Indians. Fresh- 
men are required to wear a green cap and must press 
the button in the center of it whenever called upon 
to do so by upperclassmen. 

, At Manitoba “normal registration is indicated by 
tentative tabulation.” Frosh hats are the distinguishing 
feature on Fresman Day, which includes “bands, 
queens, athletes, queens, cheers, peanuts and queens.” 

Hello Week is in full swing at the University of 
Utah. A brunette, a blonde and a redhead were in 
the running for queen. The brunette won. Festive 
signs were posted along Hello Walk, reminding stu- 
dents to stop, smile and say “hello”’—in other words, 
legalized wolfing. 


DRAMATICS. 


From the Manitoban: “This year, drama will play 
a larger and more important part in University life 
than ever before.” 

Dr. C. Lowell Lees, newly appointed head of the 
speech department and director of the theatre at the 
U. of Utah, is quoted in the Chronicle: “The most 
important factor in the success of a university theatre 
is to have a majority of students take advantage of 
the activity afforded by it.” 


of war work for sports or get exemption for 
doing remunerative jobs, how may those of 
lesser authority give a definite statement? 

Some of the girls, not seeing the connection 
between the war effort and sliding down a hill 
'on a toboggan (since they have been told that 
the Outdoor Club will be counted as a sport), 
| would like to put in their hours doing girls’ 
‘work outside of Varsity. They feel that this 
‘would be a more practical way of helping the 
‘war than, for instance, merely sitting in lec- 
_tures on social service. But unless a statement 
‘is issued by the War Board immediately, they 
‘cannot know whether credit will be given or 
‘not. Perhaps it would be better if the authori- 
ties on the subject got together and straight- 
jened out their decisions, so that the co-eds 
could start immediately to obtain their hours 
before the pressure of exams is too close upon 
them. Since we are to be expelled at Christ- 
mas if we fail in one exam, we would like to 
know exactly what constitutes war work and 
what does not, so that we won’t have to waste 
precious time in participating in some activity 
'in which we have not enough interest to keep 
us active unless credit is given us. 


FACULTY COLUMN 


In this issue we present a new feature—a 
faculty column. For a long time students have 
felt that their professors have something to say 
; to them; something other than the regular 
classroom subjects; perhaps a word of advice 
or encouragement; perhaps a suggestion or two 
that will help them to have a more successful 
year. The suggestion was accepted by the 
faculty enthusiastically, for they, too, had 
thought of such a column. We feel safe in 
prophesying a favorable future for this series, 
as it has come from our readers themselves. 


Professor Salter of the English Department, 
who has been for many years a friend of The 
Gateway, has kindly consented to bring the 
column into existence in this issue. Three 
years ago, Professor Salter wrote an article 
for this paper. Last year it was reprinted by 
request. From our columns via the C.U.P. it 
made its way across Canada, appearing in 
other University papers. 


We are proud to introduce to our readers a 
new column—and an old friend. 


A NEW CHAIR 


With the opening of the North country and 
the Alaska Highway, the term “Gateway” 
assumes a bigger and broader connotation. 
Because of this highway the distance between 
Asia and America has been lessened, and the 
two continents have been drawn together. It 
would seem possible, then, that after the pres- 


not stipulate as to whether or not the junior 
and senior co-eds will receive approved hours | 


ent war has ceased, the relationships between 
the two continents will be more intimate. The 


FACULTY ON THE SPOT 


OF COLLEGE SPIRIT 


By Professor F. M. Salter 


their instructors. 


The Editor has asked me to open a new column in The Gateway. It is 
a privilege to do so, and I am grateful. He proposes to invite each week 
a member of the University Faculty to talk in print to students about 
things of mutual interest. 
No doubt the idea of the column—although the Editor did not say. so— 
springs from the universal desire of human beings to go slumming, from 
the perennial desire of students to see the other side of the lives of 
Instructors read The Gate- 
way to satisfy the same sort of curiosity about students. In any case, 
surely everyone on the academic staff occasionally has something to say 
to students that he has no opportunity to say in the classroom or that he 
would like to address the whole student body. Permitting ourselves to be 
read at such times is to satisfy in some measure that desire to know one’s 
instructors which we ourselves experienced a few short years ago. 
Besides, it may help to maintain the sort of student-faculty kindness 
and understanding that ought to prevail on every campus. 
The Editor’s idea, in short, seems a splendid one, and I hope he will 
make a success of it. 


OF COLLEGE SPIRIT..... 


This is a legitimate desire. 


Every year a rash of college spirit breaks out on the campus in 
in the Fall, ceases to irritate by Christmas time, and is completely 
healed over by Spring. No doubt examinations have something to 
do with the cure. While it rages, it assumes many forms: editorials 
in The Gateway, impassioned pleas to “support your team,” weird 
costumes for the bewildered newcomers, Sadie Hawkins Week, and 
a good deal of perverted humor from the Engineers. 


Let me not be quoted against the Engineers. I think they are 
fine fellows. This year they offered to donate to the University the 
labor to build a cement sidewalk from the Arts Building to the Tuck 
Shop. Unfortunately, the sidewalk would cut across the site for the 
proposed Administration Building, and the University authorities 
regretfully declined the offer. But I do wish somebody would 
educate the Engineers, or at least tell them that they will not spend 
their lives striding in long boots from mountain top to mountain top, 
spitting tobacco juice at every jump and painting towns red on 
alternate Saturdays. The poor dears never seem to realize that they 
will be chained to desks in their “future life” indulging as best they 
can in polite conversation. 


To return: I cannot see what Sadie Hawkins has to do with 
college spirit. College spirit is supposed to confer great benefits 
upon the University, but the only effect of the divine Sadie seems to 
be that of rendering the whole campus cheap and silly in the eyes 
of the public. That is not to say that I object to fun. By no means. 
I object only to fun labeled as something else. By all means go 
ahead with the revelry of Sadie’s week if you like, but don’t call it 
college spirit, and don’t bludgeon others into joining you by accusing 
them of lacking college spirit when as a matter of fact they lack 
only your peculiar variety of humor and prefer to find their fun in 
other things. In the same way, I can’t see what benefit the Univer- 
sity derives from compulsory attendance at football games. The 
best way to get a crowd out is to play good football, or in some 
other way to guarantee an enjoyable afternoon for others than the 
players. I like to see a good football game, but I have never deluded 
myself into thinking I was doing anybody but myself any good in 
going to see one. In the same way, I enjoy the Philharmonic and 
the productions of the Dramatic Society, but no amount of college 
spirit would compel me to say that a college play was good when I 
thought it was bad. This remark gets close to the heart of the 
matter, for the propagandized variety of college spirit would stultify 
the critical faculty. I am so much interested in developing a critical 
faculty in students that I regard “college spirit” as Enemy Number 
One. For without an ability to asses and estimate value, our 
students will not do well in later life—and, frankly, their later life 
is the think I am most concerned about. 


One final word about “college spirit” that I hope will not strike 
too sour a note. If this spirit is of any real value, it will have some 
permanence; but the fact is that of the thousands who have gradu- 
ated from this University, only a few hundreds can find a dollar a 
year to maintain a connection with the place through The New Trail 
and the Alumni Association. Many universities have large endow- 
ments built up by graduates, but the college spirit of our campus 
perishes at graduation. 

There is room indeed for a more genuine type of college spirit 
among our students, a spirit that would derive from a lively sense 
of the purposes for which the University was founded, from grati- 
tude for benefits received, and from a desire to make the place better 
for those who ‘come after. What this University stands for is well 
indicated by the motto, which is taken from the Epistle of Saint 
Paul to the Philippians: 

Finally, brethren, whatsoever things are true, whatsoever 

things are honest, whatsoever things are just, whatsoever 

things are pure, whatsoever things are lovely. whatsoever 
things are of good report: if there be any virtue, and if there 
be any praise, think on these things. 
If we carefully study this beautiful passage, nobody will need to 
define for us what college spirit ought to be. ? 

The student who best exhibits college spirit is the lad who tries 
to get for himself the best that is available on the campus. He will 
try to live a rounded, complete life. He will take part in athletics, 
of course, and in amusements and recreations of all kinds, but he 
will also remember that the taxpayers of Alberta—most of whom 
find it rather difficult to dig up their taxes—are investing in him 
at least $250 a year, and that they hope for a decent return on 
their money. He will be interested not only in himself but in all 
things that tend to the welfare and the “good report” of the 
University, and he will do his part in building up those inspiring 
traditions that will remain here hundreds of years from now. 

Have I poked fun at the Engineers? Let me make amends. One 
of the finest examples of true college spirit that. I have known was 
the offer of the Engineers to build that sidewalk. Other examples 
of the genuine thing would not be hard to find. Our Faculty shows 
a true devotion to the purposes of the University: standards here 
are high, and no student “gets by” without serious work. And 
however grim and tyrannical a particular professor may seem, let us 
remember that he is doing what the fathers of the Province asked 
the University to do; and let us be glad that his stern determination 
to do his job never. falters. Remember also what is the universal 
experience of mankind: it is frequently the tough old buzzard who 
really teaches us things. But you may not see him at football 
games, and Sadie Hawkins gives him a pain. I would like to hold 
up also as splendid examples of genuine college spirit. the whole of 
the University sub-staff. Boys and girls on The Gateway know how 
important to the success of the paper are the printers, but the same 
fine human qualities are to be found everywhere on the campus, in 
the shops and offices. If you want to see true devotion io the 
University, follow Bill Hudson through his daily round, or hunt up 
Reg. Lister or Harry Lister or Jessie Mitchell or Teeny Miller or 
Jessie Brown. Some of these persons have been with us ever since 
the University started on the present campus; and they have con- 
ferred fine benefits on generation after generation of students. And 
if you would like a vivid lesson in the glory of a well spent life, 
try to visit Reg. Lister at Christmas time when his whole house is 
full of cards from students all over the world. 

For my own part, I yield to nobody in devotion to the true 
University of Alberta. That is the same thing as saying that I iry 
to give my students all the help I can, that I worry about my work 
constantly, trying to cut down the percentage of failure, but that I 
sternly refuse to go soft. It is the same thing as saying that I must 
not permit myself to be silent when it is time to object to any 
policy that seems unsound. I feel that it is unwise on my part to 
become too intimate with students while they are still in my classes, 
but when my boys and girls come to see me afterwards, there is 
rejoicing in Heaven. There must be, because there is rejoicing in 
my heart. And being glad when my students do well in the world 
—that is my version of college spirit. It is natural and effortless, 
it requires no antics of cheer-leaders to whip it up, but as long as I 
am still one foot out of the grave, it will be there. 


TAKE FIVE 


By The Deacon 


It’s this way, see (or maybe I’m on the wrong road). 


Any- 


way (either this or that), I’m hop-scotching across the campus 
weeds registration day, when a Freshman with that “fly- 
catcher” look all over his stupid face, smartly remarks to an- 
other of the same breed, “Is that his nose or a banana he’s 


}eating?” 


Now, isn’t that foolish—where would I or you, or 


anyone else who feels hurt at not being mentioned, get a 


banana these days! 

Which reminds me of one day last 
week. As a matter of truth, I re- 
member every day last week, but 
this one in “especial”. It was the 
day after Monday—I guess it must 
have been Tuesday, unless you are 
using last year’s calendar. Any- 
how, Joe Slutzenberger, an Irish- 
man, who lives in the Russian hotel, 
came tripping into my cell. Said 
J.S. in his cute Irish brogue (he 
could only afford one—but the shoe 
store is saving the other one for 
him), “Now, how would ye be liking 
to go out with a blind date?” An- 
swered I, in a combination yodel and 
slobber, “Faith, hope, charity and 
begorra, Slutzenberger, wouldst thou 
that I be her seeing-eye dog?” But 
after his unreliable assurance that 
the kitten in question was the love- 
liest little chick that ever had been 
on a man-hunt, I decided after much 
deliberation (8 3-5 seconds to be 
meticulous and ridiculous) to chance 
it—however risky it might be. 

I was on pins and needles the 
whole day. (Some dirty dirt drop- 
ped a pin cushion in my jeans). 
Finally the night came, as it usually 
does after each day. The melodic 
strains of “Awaiting the Chair” 
could be heard seeping through my 
transome (and I don’t ask which 
part of the anatomy iis the transom— 
I mean the door). I tied myself up 
in my best garb—slapped a chunk of 
crisco on my hair—patted it “oncet” 
or thrice—picked up the largest 
cigerette butts I could find, and away 
we went. 

Arriving at our destination, I 
lightened the safety catches on my 
garters, and put the knuckles to the 
door. Naturally (or in some other 
manner) somebody opened it. And 
there posed a beautiful refugee from 
Earl Carrolls. I breezed in like a 
squirt from a siphon, beaming from 
ear to ear, with all six cavities show- 
ing. I bowed profusely to the little 
darling. “Excuse me,” she said in a 
sultry whisper that put hairy points 
on my ears, “your date is in the 
living room.” I entered the room 
and peered around anxiously. 

One view and I had astigmatism. 
She, the whole three of her, was 
piled beside the baby grand piano. 
Some muscle-mechanic had poured 
her into an evening dress, but evi- 
dently there wasn’t enough dress 
and she overflowed in places. The 
dress itself looked more gone than 
gown to me. Yes, she was quite a 
burly thing—a regular bargain base- 
ment fullback. The odor of touch- 
me-not perfume whirled up my 
nostrils. With the aid of a road 
map, I made the circuit tour around 
her, and after coming out of the 
fog sufficiently to close my mouth, 
I staggered towards her and bowed 
profanely (that’s exactly what I 
meant). She blushed and blinked, 
and in her confusion she leaned 
upon the piano. That finished the 
piano—it went on through to the 
basement. 

“Tm Bridget,” she giggled, and her 
three chins began to do a South 
African war dance. She stood as 
big as life, and believe me, life was 
damn big at this point. “I’m me,” I 


choked. At this she wobbled over 
and slapped me on the back with a 
“hi ya, Shorty.” My ribs took up 
a braided position. I felt the most 
earnest desire of making Slutzen- 
berger slide down a bannister of 
razor blades. But I was so mad my 
blood vessels became siphonosteles 
and my tie did a Highland fling 
upon my Adama’s apple. 

I hired a truck, and we got to the 
danre. I danced all night, using 
the paddle stroke. It was sure a 
relief when at intermission Bridget 
put me down and let my feet feel 
the floor. After the dance she, of 
course, had her small meal of°$4.50. 
I had finished the bucket of nerve 
tonic and two dozen tonite pills 
when I happened to pick up an old - 
Liberty. Upon thumping the pages, 
I happened on a quiz. I read one of 
the questions to Bridget, “When was 
the Charge of the Light Brigade?” 
“Oh, I know,” she gurgled through 
a mouthful of tonkabeans and chili- 
con-carne, “during the battle of the 
Graf Spee.” I coughed twice, 
swallowed my cigarette, picked my 
chin off the counter, developed a 
bad case of the 12-minute shakes, 
and tried vainly to hold on. to my 
ears, which now looked and flapped 
like a set of French windows. 

My duty and I were both done, 
and later, after shoving her through 
the door of her house, I thrust out 
my hand, a good loser. Bridget 
grasped it with a squeeze that would 
have outdone Earthquake McGoon. 
I put the limp residue of bone 
powder and mashed flesh in my 
pocket. As far as I was concerned, 
she was the life of the party as soon 
as she left. I need not state that 
Slutzenberger was at once auto- 
matically - struck off my books. I 
tried to stab him in his sleep (pre- 
ferably his back), but his door was 
bolted. 

And Ill wager that the Freshman 
who made that smart remark about 
my nose is the same character who, 
ae asked if he had registered yet, 
said: 

“Yes, in August, 1940.” 


Fraternities! 


Order your 


PLEDGE PINS 
IMITATION BADGES 


and 


JEWELLED PINS 


from 


Henry Birks 
& Sons 


(Western) Ltd. 
Agents for Balfour in Canada 


You will appreciate the pleasant atmosphere and 
finer service of 


The Corona Hotel Dining Room 


For Reservations Phone 27106 
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The Secret of Smartness 
is Not Style or Materials 
... It is the Tailoring! 


Have It 


Tailored 


Styles change . . 
change . . 


and 


tailoring overcomes 


Greatcoats. 


. materials 
. yet some men 
continue to look smart no 
matter what they wear... 
even though they 
haven’t movie star figures. 
The answer is that good 
small 
defects of stance and mini- 
mizes awkward angles and 
curves. In these matters our 
tailors and cutters are ex- 
pert craftsmen. Every gar- 
ment is made in our own 
shop here in Edmonton. We 
specialize in finer Navy and 
Air Force Uniforms and 


Universities of British Columbia, Alberta and Saskatchewan 
would therefore play vital roles in this new state of affairs. 
Since we are (or think we are) far-sighted in most matters, 
would it be too much to hope that these provinces might be- 
come the source of diplomats to the Eastern world? In that 
case, it might be wise to consider the feasibility of establishing 
a chair in Japanese, or Chinese, or even Russian—one in each 
respective University—and thereby prepare for a future need. 
: Language, literature and history could be taught, and when the 
time comes we should have diplomats who required no trans- 
U N I VE R S] ALY. BOO K STO R E lator when they conversed with men from these countries. The 
cost should not be too great—$10,000.00 should supply books 

and an instructor for a University. 


COCUUEE CU UCR OUT CU OUTER ee 


We wish to take this opportunity of welcoming 
all students, both old and new, to the University 
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PAGE FIVE 


The Critic’s Column 


With this issue of The Gateway, 
we are reopening a column long dor- 
mant. “Its purpose will be to offer 
the students of this University re- 
views of amateur and professional 
stage productions around town. 
During dark weeks on the legiti- 
mate stage, this space will be taken 
with movie reviews. Your reporter, 
knowing well enough that at present 
there is not an over-abundance of 
filthy lucre in students’ pockets, will 
attempt to steer you clear of gyp 
joints. Nothing undermines a per- 
son as the feeling that he has been 
taken for the proverbial ride. ‘Some 
feel their ride at the beginning of 


has surprisingly a vital theme. One 
benefit humanity has received from 
the war is that men in the armed 
services are learning the necessity 
of co-operation and teamwork, They 
are learning that a man is respon- 
sible for the welfare of the neXt 
man. In other words, they are de- 
veloping a higher social conscious- 
ness. This lesson is pointed out 
again and again in Air Force. Once 
pers let me recommend this picture 
to all. 


FANTASIA. 


Music progresses in conception and 
understanding in the following four 


POME 


I’m not a-shark at Biochem or 
Physiology, 

And now my head is in a whirl, my 
poor eyes cannot see; 

For words that I can’t pronounce, 
and can’t begin to sell, 

Like polymorphonuclear, and bigger 
ones as well, 

I must write down with studied 
ease and know just what they 
mean. 

The glands aren’t ductless any more, 
oh, no, they’re endocrine. 

Our public school red corpuscles are 
now erythrocytes, 

My trusty voice box quickly changed 
to voice box overnight; 

You can’t just starve to death, ’m 
told, you die of inanition, 

It’s not the fright that stops your 
heart, it’s cardiac inhibition. 

And after all the things I learned, 


It is gray dawn. Over the desolate valley silence 
rests like a clock run down: there is only the whistle 
of wind through the wings of north-bound ducks 
banking south, for it is yet winter here. These season- 
wise creatures thus smitten by the wintry blast are 
changing course, early May though it is, for none but 
innate wisdom guides them. 


The sharp eye of an observer on the valley’s brim 
would discern (despite the snow’s expert camouflage) 
| the faint outlines of bell tents pitched in machine- 
precise rows. Without divulging military information, 
| we can tell you, that while the locale strongly suggests 
the plains around Stalingrad during the winter putsch 


Were You There Mr. Jones? 
by 


zadoc 


The men of the sick parade, who suffer from such 
minor ailments as pneumonia, rheumatic fever, trench- 
mouth and brain-storm, are invariably surprised to 
discover that these are not sufficient to rate them a 
N.P. (no parade) category. They learn that nobody 
who has not reported in an ambulance can be hos- 
pitalized, and that there are no ambulances available. 

Meanwhile, preparations continue for the C.O’s 
parade. (Aren’t you getting tired of parades? Fie on 
you, it’s only eight hours in the day, silly!) This is 
the first real parade of the day, when every man 
must be present, or know his sergeant-major. Com- 
muniqués are being relayed from Coy. H.Q. (Company 


/room in Arts and enjoyed chocolate 
milk and doughnuts. The new mem- 
bers met Dr. Winspear, Dean of 
Women, Dr. Misener, Honorary Pre- 
sident of Wauneita, and Miss Patrick, 
head of the Household Economics 
Department, who were also present 
at the ceremony. 

This colorful ceremony will be 
long remembered by Wauneita mem- 
bers, who will always cherish their 
green and gold feathers, “token of 
the lie hears and symbol of our 
tribe.” 


POME 


A Freshman from the Amazon 
Put a nightie of his Gramazon, 
The reason’s that 
He was too fat 
To get his own Pajamazon. 


this session was terrific. Hence this : Z ; of 1942, it more likely is Somewhere in Alberta. This, | Headquarters) respecting the dress for this parade. 
column. aCe eet ve that fualty that | __there wasn’t one, I swear, | of course, is mere conjecture, and you are as free to | Respectable intervals are provided between each of E 
oe ee i bh aoe Aah That 3 nae learned the night before. guess as we are. these despatches so that each man has time to com- IAGO Tice ee 
AA enta Be , : | 5 ee 
BAT N. Rei tee eo BS é ee idn’t even care. | Presently a dark figure emerges from a building pletely dress and undress. A sample selection follows: ated eo 


Students here who are about to 
take their seat in the Senate, well 
remember that Saturday afternoon 
classic of the dim past, The Lost 
Patrol. Well, here is the World War 
II version of a lost patrol. The men 
are still sweating it out, the Arabs 
are now Japs, and the sergeant still 
digs his grave at the end. No one 
seems to be suffering horribly in the 
picture. Everyone is surprisingly 
well-fed and healthy. I’m convinced 
now that Hollywood will never be 
able to lose a patrol in the Arctic. 
How would Robert Taylor look, girls, 
with a frozen nose, hollow vhecks, 
and all his teeth missing? How- 
ever, this picture is significant of 
the times. It shows the only way 
we can be persuaded to buy war 
bonds is to watch a group of grown- 
up kiddies playing cowboys and !n- 
dians on the screen. 


AIR FORCE. 


One of the best war pictures to 
date. The Odyssey of the Flying 
Fortress Mary Ann really takes you 
from San Francisco to Hawaii, Wake 
Island, Manila, and Australia. The 
Mary Ann always arrives just one 
jump ahead of the little yellow men, 
and as the captain of the crew re- 
marks, “Are we going to find a 
place the Japs haven’t touched?” 
Surprisingly, the acting is simple 
and fine, as everyone in the picture 
is portraying the usual type found 
in our community with the excep- 
tion, of course, of the pretty co- 
pilot. He manager to look stupid. 
There are two handsome newcomers, 
and one of them, who portrays Tex 
Raeder, nearly steals the picture. 
There is a great deal of shooting, 
shouting and roaring motors. But 
you don‘t mind this because the 
director has managed to make all 
this interesting to you. Air Force 
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higher music, the illustrative quality 
makes you see pictures; (4) the ab- 
stract, the enjoyment of music per 
se. Walt Disney, one of the great 
men of our time, put all his wit, 
wisdom and artistry in a production 
which assumes we are well into the 
third stage and have a vague idea 
of the fourth. He certainly paid us 
a great compliment, and it is too 
bad that Edmonton audiences can’t 
return it in some small measure by 
being polite while a great work of 
art is being shown to them. I 
played hookey one afternoon to see 
the picture. What a mistake! There 
were howling kids everywhere in 
the theatre, out to see a good car- 
toon. And so I went in the even- 
ing. When a couple of nude female 
figures appeared in the Nut Cracker 
Suite and Beethoven’s Sixth se- 
quences, they were greeted by 
whistling and a few howls of glee. 
Can’t something be done to these 
people? Those of you who have not 
seen this picture, when attending 
will find an unusual film production 
of superior quality and entertain- 
ment. The only negative criticism 
I can make is that there were too 
many animals in their infancy in 
the picture. Perhaps it was those 
kids! 

The accompanying feature to 
Fantasia is the Boy from Stalingrad, 
another insult. As if Fantasia need- 
ed another picture with it in order 
to have a box office draw. In this 
picture you will witness the sorry 
sight of a group of talented young- 
sters fallen into the clutches of 
Hollywood. You have all seen screen 
gangsters capturing stupid Nazi 
masterminds. Well, here they go 
one better. A group of Russian 
children with headquarters in a 
ruined village capture a Nazi major, 
commit suicide and speak like old 
men. They are taught to portray 
emotion by the good old stand-bys, 
the clenching of the teeth, narrow- 
ing of eyes, furrowing of brows, and 
the trembling underlip. The last- 
mentioned cheap trick was probably 
produced by the fear of the mon- 
sters of Hollywood. All in all, it is 
a feeble salute to a great people. 

Incidentally, I will be only too 
happy to receive any criticism of my 
criticism, and will publish such, 

JIM S. 


Registration in British universities 
has fallen from the 1939 figure of 
50,000 students to 37,000 at the pres- 
ent time. The drop has been en- 
tirely among men, figures show, as 
the number of women enrolled— 
11,000—remains the same. 


CHEWING GUM 


La Presna, Argentina’s largest 
newspaper, hesitated about accepting 
a Wrigley advertisement because 
they did not like the idea of intro- 


—Anonymous—for obvious reasons. 


Hike Held by 
S.C.M. Sunday 


The S.C.M’ers will meet Sunday, 
Oct. 3, at 2:15 p.m., in St. Stephen’s 
College to hike down together to the 
Outdoor Club Cabin. The afternoon 
program and supper will be timed 
to enable everyone to get back in 
time for church services. Should 
the weather not remain favorable 
for such an outing, plans have been 
made to proceed from St. Stephen’s 
College to Metropolitan Church. 

After the hike there will be an 
important report on the National 
Council of the S.C.M., held in 
Couchiching this September, at 
which Hartford Cantelon, president 
of the S.C.M., was present. Further 
announcements will be made for the 
two discussion groups, 


Ourselves,” and this is the time that 
students are expected to bring forth 
the topics they wish to have discuss- 
ed during the year. Connections with 
other youth groups will be made. It 
is hoped that all Freshies will take 
advantage of this afternoon, which 
will include a sing-song, supper and 
early vesper service. 


“The Re-' 
cords of Jesus” and “Understanding | 


, facing on the camp (for it is a camp) parade square. 
| It is the bugler, who so shakes with the cold that he 
could be mistaken for several men walking in a 
group. Achieving a nearly erect position, he first 
blows a few exploratory ice-cubes from his bugle, and 
then “Reveille,”’ in a cracked tone much like the 
Liberty Bell with a hangover. Free to return to bed, 
he does so, merely slipping off a pair of bedroom 
slippers which he has worn for expedition. 


Does the camp spring to life? Brother, have you 
ever been there? If not, the answer is: No, but the 
sergeants do. Now the daily routine begins. As break- 
fast approaches, the corporals consider the most nearly 
uniform way to move a platoon from the tent lines on 
one side of the square to the mess hall on the other, 
though every man must get there first. The result is 
demoralizing. A pleasant accompaniment to these 
field manoeuvres is provided by the bugler, who, 
advised in his bed by ominous rumblings that “Come 
| to the Cook-house” should be blown, appears out on 
the square again to assume that nonchalance peculiar 
to buglers. Immediately after breakfast, during and 
following the sterilizing of china, silver, and kitchen 
service, the men busy themselves with a will at 
sprucing up the tent lines. This is accomplished while 
the sergeants and corporals give shouts of encourage- 
ment and good cheer to the men. 


Next the sick parade is sounded. (Why the term 
“Parade” is given to this cruel display of the human 
infirmities I could never understand. Something like 
“The Liars’ Club” would seem more homey.) When 
the whole camp responds, the orderly sergeant ex- 
plains that this is not the C.O’s (Commanding Officer’s) 
parade, PLEASE. However, the large minority who 
remain are marched over to the hospital, many of 
them obviously in agony, so that their progress is 
rather less than the 160 paces to the minute prescribed 
for all parades by the sergeant-major. 


Sgt.-Maj.: “Glbvstsfjklt aprrsdftte.” 

Sgt. (repeating): “Kldjkmnowwrs hipe——hipe.” 

Cpl.: “Hey, you!” 

This order is countermanded in about 4 minutes 
by another, etc. Finally a Cadet, the really great man 
in this camp, meekly makes a suggestion: 

“How about paillasses*, respirators and wash 
basins?” This thought is approved by all but the 
sergeants, who blush daintily. 


After a few preliminary skirmishes with the’ 


R.S.M. (Regimental Sergeant-Major), in which first 
the battalion markers and then the whole battalion 
are as they were, as one might say, especially for 
the purpose of counting 1 (pause) 2 (pause) 3 (pause); 
One (pause) Two (pause) Three (pause); and finally 
ONE (pause) etc., several times, the parade is fallen 
in.t While the men are waiting for the arrival of the 
officers, the sergeant-majors have them practice stand- 
ing at attention and at ease several times. When they 
can do this quite well, they are absent-mindedly left 
standing at attention (NO TALKING! NOT A MOVE!) 
The snow, which by this time has been ground under- 
foot to a thick, soupy consistency, forms an effective 
thermal blanket, keeping the men’s feet from freez- 
ing, although this is only to the ankles. 

WHAT WILL HAPPEN NEXT WEEK? Will the 
men be marched to the gas chamber to die a strang- 
ling, choking death? or will they be exposed on the 
ranges until only the fit survive? Who knows? The 
man on the brim of the hill knows, and dead men 
tell no tales. 


*Paillasse (pronounced pallyass, in correct army usage): 
This interesting piece of equipment is the equivalent of the 
Beauty Rest mattress, being a fabric receptacle filled with 
risilient “Prangos pabularia,” although at a casual glance 
it may look like an old hay-bag. Dating from about the 
time of Hannibal’s army, it has remained as the Magnificent 
Obsession ever since: 

7Fallen in: This term may sound drastic to you, but it 
refers only partly to the cadets’ arches. 


RMA WAVING 


BELOVED BY ALL FOR 
FALL HAIR LOVELINESS 


PROT-N-IZED 
CREAM PERMANENT 


$2.00 & $2.95 


WHY PAY MORE? 


10047 101A Ave. Ph. 26579 


Open at 9 a.m. 
NO APPOINTMENT NECESSARY 
(Just around the corner from Kresge’s) 


ST, GEORGE’S BANNER 


Symbols Given to 
New Wauneitas at 
Varsity Grid Tues. 


A large number of new members 


WOODLAND 


DAIRY LIM] TE 


were initiated Tuesday evening into 
the Wauneita Society, in a colorful 
ceremony on the Varsity Grid. About 
135 Freshettes filed across the 
campus, complete with a chief 
(Betty King, Secretary-Treasurer of 
Wauneita), and circled the four 
council fires; President Laverna 
Quinn presided over the United 
Council Fire, and the other fires had 
as their chiefs, Dorothy Ravens- 
croft, Muriel Macdonald, and Jane 
Sinclair, representing Senior, Junior 
and Sophomore years, respectively. 
The initiates were welcomed at each 
tribal fire by its chief, who ad- 
dressed a few remarks to them con- 
cerning the Wauneita traditions. 
Freshettes were given green and 
gold feathers, symbols of light- 
heartedness and gaiety, and of the 
tribe Wauneita. They also received 
green and gold bound faggots which, 
when fed into the council fire, sym- 
bolized each member’s support of the 
Wauneita Society. 


The tribal welcome was shown in 


EXTEND 


Friendly Greetings 


TO THE 


FACULTY AND STUDENTS OF THE ~~ 


UNIVERSITY 


with a 


Special Welcome to the Freshies 


@ 


ducing the chewing gum habit to 
Argentina.—Reader’s Digest. 


the chief's handshake. Initiates 
gathered about the fire, repeating 
the Wauneita pledge, “Each for all, 
and all for each,” and singing the 
Wauneita song. 

Following the ceremony, the whole 
tribe returned to the men’s common 


BETTER 
DAIRY PRODUCTS 


=F rane 
26 


“Un dieu, un roi’”—“One God and one King”—is the motto of chivalry eC a | t h fu | e at : 


ornately inscribed in black letters upon the red silk background of the 
Nelson Eddy and Jeanette McDonald; also Power Banner of St. George. The tapestry, which until two years ago hung in 
of Press. Tues., Wed., Thurs., “Melody Parade, | Athabasca, now brightens the wall directly opposite the reserve shelves 
also “Fangs of the Wild.” 'in the Arts Library. It is well that this symbol of the power vested in 
‘the Students’ Union may now be witnessed in tangible form by all 
students since the banner occupies a significant position in University 
tradition. And it is only by reverence of tradition that students may 
come to a realization of the struggling, but noble past of our University, 
'and so build up an affection and respect for their Alma Mater which 
| will remain a vivid memory in years to come. 


Originally produced by the Ladies of Wantage in England, the orna- 
‘mental fabric was presented to the University of Alberta in 1911 by Lord 
Grey, then Governor-General of Canada. Since the Students’ Union 
'lacked a real symbol for the power vested within it, the St. Georges’ 
‘Banner came to be regarded as an emblem of student administrative 
authority. Each year it passes from the hands of one executive to those 
of another, the President of the University presiding over the installation 
ceremony. ' 


The figure of St. George presents a picture of an armor-clad medieval 
knight, sceptre in hand and visor down. At its feet lies the conquered 
dragon, writhing in the agony of captivity. Both figures are worked in 
eso, thread, while the floral edging of the tapestry is done in dark 
red velvet. 


One Gateway writer two years ago made the admirable suggestion 
that this work be placed under glass along with an explanation of its 
history and significance. The power of the press proved sufficient stimulus 
to bring the banner out of the obscurity in which it had lain and into 
the view of all students. However, it still remains that the glowing 
message it has to tell be placed sufficiently in the lime-light that everyone 
might realize the dignity of its position in the Unversity. Such a beautiful 
and challenging symbol should be an impetus to bring all students to a 
realization of the vigorous past of their Alma Mater and the promise of 
still greater strength in its future. ; y 


Theatre Directory 


EMPRESS—Friday, Sat., Mon., “Naughty Marietta,” 


IN 


Class and Home Study Room 
and to Cook Your Food Better 


IS PLACED AT 
YOUR COMMAND 
IN EDMONTON 


GARNEAU — Friday, Sat., “Powers Girl,” George 
Murphy, Anne Shirley and Carol Landis, plus 
“Silver Queen.” Mon., Tues., Wed., “Slightly Dan- 
gerous,’ Lana Turner and Robert Young; also 
“Chetniks.” Thurs., “Air Rid Wardens,” Laurel 
and Hardy; also “Hit Parade of 1943.” 


STRAND—Friday, Sat., Mon., “Silver Spurs,” Roy 
Rogers; also “The Purple V.” Tues., Wed., Thurs., 
“Hitler’s Children,” Bonita Granville; also “Design 
for Scandal.” 


BY 


Natural Gas Service 


NORTHWESTERN UTILITIES LIMITED 


RIALTO—Friday, Sat., Mon., “It Comes Up Love,” 
Donald O’Connor; also “Half Way to Shanghai.” 
Tues., Wed., Thurs., “Captive Wild Woman,” Evelyn 
Ankers and John Carradine; also “Hi Ya Chum.” 


VARSCONA—Sat., Mon., Tues., “Pittsburgh,” Mar- 
lene Dietrich, Randolph and John Wayne; also “Are 
Husbands Necessary?” Ray Milland and Betty 
Field. Wed., Thurs., “Here We Go Again”; also 
“Ghost of Frankenstein.” 


_—~ tion, “Shot at Taking The Third Lump of 
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AC2 Nicol, Eric 

R 204614 

Dear Bob: 
I am in receipt today of your letter of 

sometime inst., and I should like you to know, 
that it has proved a wonderful counter-irritant | 
to a laundry bill for eighty cents (80c), also! 
received today. The latter was proffered by ' 
an oriental individual when I attempted to 
leave his establishment with my laundry, and 
I can describe his attitude only as being blat- | 
antly commercial. In a masterful display of 
self-control, I tried to show him arithmetically | 
exactly why it would be impossible for me to 
live for the next week in the manner to which 
I was accustomed, viz., to the accompaniment 
of food, if I paid him the eighty cents. Where- 


ery Lene by jabez 


On a table at the end of the room, under 
a green light, sits a fat jar containing a pickled 
human brain. Whenever a tenant falls be- 
hind in his rent, she makes a point of removing 
the pickled brain during lunch, and serving 
the tenant boiled cabbage for dinner. 

As I have been here only two weeks, I have 
yet not eaten enough food to know whether 
she is a good cook or not. I do know, how- 
ever, that she has her specialty, something 
which she never tires of our eating, and that 
is canned peaches. In this life of uncertainties, 
we can cling to the knowledge that we shall 
always be having canned peaches for dessert. 
The woman is a positive wizard with the can- 
opener. 

Then there are, of course, those occasions 


Sister to a Regiment 


They call her “Rebel,” her name 
is Phy, and she hails from Virginia, 
but we nicknamed her “Merrylegs,” 
because she’s got the best looking 
pair of legs that ever came out of 
the States, and those legs are flying 
around on errands for soldiers lucky 


enough to be among her “Wolves” 
—her name for all GI’s. 


It’s impossible to believe that one 
American girl could so change an 
army group. From the first day she 
arrived the entire atmosphere chang- 
ed around what had been a rather 
drab but well-meaning club. Her 
merry laugh and her teasing cheer 
everyone. Rebel can spot a lone- 
;some or blue GI anywhere; right 
‘away she pulls some new trick to 
|snap the worst case back to laugh- 
ter. She can make a stranger feel 
{the most welcome man around. 


upon he proceeded to show me, by means of a} when she favors us with a special treat, such | American soldiers love to tease, and 


short hatchet produced from beneath the coun- 
ter, just why it would be impossible for me to. 
live in any manner whatever if I didn’t pay him | 
the eighty cents. Although I was legally en- | 
titled to an argument in rebuttal, my every, 
‘instinct rebelled against creating a scene. In-| 
souciantly, I tossed eighty cents onto the coun- 
ter, a flurry of nickels and pennies. 

“T suppose you. ARE Chinese?” I sneered, 
the implication being that his attitude reeked | 
of Japanese imperialism. | 

“You go now,” he replied, evading my 
question and continuing to brandish the hatchet | 
in a fashion that was in no respect redolent 
of southern hospitality. “Me belong to tongs.” 
“You belong to what?” 

“Tongs, tongs.” 

- “Don’t mention it!” I riposted neatly. “Any 
me at all, any time at all.” 

- With that, and my laundry, I minced out 
‘of his tastelessly appointed premises, return- 
‘ing “home”* to find your letter lying on my 
Persian rug. I don’t know who the Persian rug 
is, but I must admit that he does make a good 
rug, having been run over by a British tank 
and sent out here in exchange for a crate of 
B.C. apples. Heavily bearded, he provides a 
fine thick pile into which I can sink my feet, 
often sinking them right up to my hips, as he 
serves to conceal a hole in the ceiling of the 
room below. 

Not that I mind living in a boarding house, 
you understand. Serving in a war which will 
see the survival of the fittest, I could find no 
better training ground than a boarding house 
dining room or salle de guerre. It requires 
years of patient apprenticeship, nerves of steel, 
-and a bull-dog determination to get in to 

dinner first, and still have enough teeth left 

with which to eat it. 
The dining room is kept in impeccable 
order, though, with fresh sawdust sprinkled 
on the floor every day and the bodies of the 
less fortunate tenants stacked neatly in the 
corner. On the walls are a number of remark- 
ably fine trophi¢s, including a moose-head on 
one side, with the inscription, “Shot At Mud 
River,” while on the opposite wall hangs a 
_ well-preserved tenant-head, with the inscrip- 


” 
pa sougar. 


as canned pears. We always know when it is 
a special treat because a neon sign lights up 


above the kitchen door, reading “Special Treat! . 


Special Treat! Special Treat!” while a_ bell 
clangs and a little man passes amongst us with 
a paper to sign. 

The landlady is rather fussy, however, with 
regard to our bringing women to our rooms at 
night. In fact, she frisks us for jills every 
time we come in, and as I am quite ticklish, 
this form of enquiry evokes roars of: laughter 
from me. 


This, of course, tips off the rest of the 
tenants to the fact that I have come in, where- 


, upon they all race for the bathroom, making 


me wait outside with my kindneys barking 
until they have had their fun. 


Well, Bob, as you doubtless know, I am 
now in Calgary, as in Alberta. A festival was 
held recently at home, in celebration of my 
second anniversary away from home. I was 
desolated at being unable to be present, if only 
long enough to spit spitefully into the punch. 

My first month and a half with the RCAF 
was spent in Toronto, a city in Eastern Can- 
ada, whose population is swelling daily, owing 
to the RCAF. (Owing to the number of men 
posted there, I mean. Ha, ha, ahem.) Toronto 
is a rather quiet city, with the silence dis- 
turbed only bY the gentle rustle of growing 
bank accounts. The city is teeming with Big 
Executives, who are easily recognizable owing 
to their bowler hats. Unfortunately, there are 
a small number of little executives who also 
wear bowled hats so that they will look like 
Big Executives, and since they all have to ride 
on the street car, owing to gas rationing, the 
situation becomes confused. The Big Execu- 
tives have retaliated by smoking expensive 
cigars on all possible occasions, blowing their 
superior smoke into the faces of everyone they 
meet, in an effort to counteract the meanness 
of the little executives: The little executives 
are attempting to counter this counterattack by 
having “No Smoking” signs placed in as many 
places as possible, including their offices. The 
picture is, as you can see, complex. 


*“home”—Read “Boarding house” throughout. Not 
to be confused with home, which has no quotation 
marks but better accommodation, as well as parents. 


Without a Morale | 


By LAMPLIGHT 
_ The night was darker than usual. 
‘rom his position among the trees at , 
top of the hill, he looked down 
the figures scurrying insect-like 
back and forth from the shore to the 
cottage that stood at the foot of the 
precipice. The men moved slowly 
forward and ran back only to ad- 
vance again with their burden. 


“That Pierre,” snarled the specta- 
tor from his position above, with his 
soft ways and lazy tongue. Tomor- 
row it will not be so lazy. 


Moderate Dress 


The Freshettes 


He crouched behind a stone to sweaters as they 


cheerful in their smart skirts and 


Sweaters, Suits, Prominent 
At Freshie Mixer Dance; 
Girls Dress Attractively 


BOWS AND GLAMOR PINS 
WORN 


the year—a sprig of baby’s .breath 
plus a sweet pea or two is very 
pretty and effective. Flowers can 
be worn instead of a hat if you wear 
them as a halo or a bunch on the 
side (your best profile side). Don’t 
be afraid to try new things, Fresh- 
ettes. Remember that it is in- 
dividuality that makes you noticed 


Recommended 


look bright and 


dash excitedly 


light his pipe. The tobacco was not 
very good and to smoke was for- 
bidden, but he had always obeyed 


everything else. Surely he could 
aiford the risk. 

He fell to dreaming of his home, 
his little girl. It was seven months 
since he had seen her. Although he 
always said loudly that he had wish- 
ed for a son, deep in his heart was 
his pride and love for the little blond 
child. She will have changed. Will 
she remember him? Was she happy 
since her mother left her? Some- 
thing stopped his thought—loyalty, 
shame—but then, who could honor 
such a one as her. She did not un- 
derstand. She was too human, too 


weak. 

He stopped pacing, looked down 
through the trees at the crowd of 
humans working like diligent little 
animals. 

His heart beat faster. 

What was that? A twig, a rabbit? 

They had frightened him before. 
No, disturbed, for naturally, he was 
afraid of nothing. 


Maybe it was the sound of his own 
footsteps. He was tired of doing this 
night after night. 

Of course, tonight, he was refreshed 
by his discovery. He and some 
comrades fould go to see old Pierre 
tomorrow and ask him to show them 
his house again. And this time they 
would find it more interesting. Per- 
haps he would even be able to wait 
there and meet some of these people 
when they visit Pierre again. What 


jacross the campus. Sweaters of all 
;colors and shades are matched to 
well-fitting skirts with one pleat in 
| both front and back. Unfortunately, 
‘war-time economy has pushed the 
lovely many-pleated skirt way back 
‘into the background, but there are 
still a good number of real wool 
sweaters on the campus. Pastel 
‘shades of sweaters are popular 
| among the Freshettes, and they could 
take a hint from Ruth Waddell, who 
wears a big puppy-dog as a glamour 
pin. (Glamour pins make good 
Christmas presents, too.) 

Bright bows can be seen bobbing 
up and down on _ well-combed 
Freshie heads. These add a pleasing, 
fresh touch designed to get their 
man. Flowers are nice in your hair 
too, if you can get any this late in 


pleasure that would be! His eyes 
gleamed dangerously in the dark- 
ness. 

Suddenly his breath was choked 
from him by a grip of steel. 

His free hand clutched the air 
helplessly as his other was relieved 
of his German gun as his wrist 
cracked. 

He lay lifeless amid the trees at 
the top of the hill. 

The English and French soldiers 
continued their task of unloading 
the ammunition to be stored in old 
Pierre’s basement under the carpet 
of green in front of his sea-side 


cottage. 
—The Manitoban. 


and different. But then you must 
also avoid extremes—they are never 
pretty. 

At all the Freshman events—the 
tea dance, the pep rally, the Freshie 
Mixer—the Freshettes turned out in 
full tilt in their skirts and sweaters 
and suits. Oh, yes, I nearly forgot 
the suits. There are as many varie- 
ties of suits as there are skirts and 
sweaters. And they are really 
smart, too. Glamour pins (make it 
nice and big, Freshie) are quite the 
thing for suits as well as for skirts 
and sweaters. Go down town to- 
morrow and buy yourself a big one 
that will make everyone really 
notice you—to make them look at 
you twice. 


As to footwear, the Freshies are 
right on the beam with their flat- 
ties, pumps and oxfords smartly 
styled. All these are the proper 
thing in the proper places; for in- 
stance—never wear pumps with 
slacks. Pumps can be worn with a 
suit, but oxfords are better—the 
real place for pumps is with your 
date dress unless you are exception- 
ally tall, whereas smartly styled 
flatties might do. Flattie pumps or 
oXfords may be worn with sweaters 
and skirts, depending upon how 
dressed up you want to be. 

If you keep your eyes open and 
watch the senior girls around the 
campus, you can’t go wrong, but 
from what I have seen, you Fresh- 
ettes already have most of the 
essential well-dress ideas firmly in 
hand. Dress modestly and you will 
always be safe. 


Phyl can take it with the best. Her 
replies delight the boys so home- 
sick for“ the snappy comebacks 
of American girls. 


It’s a pleasure to watch her in 
action—coming into the lounge one 
{day and sighting a pretty dull- 
looking bunch of soldiers, she just 
started walking around on every- 
body’s toes until the whole place 
was in an uproar. 


Her lemon pies would have made 
Merrylegs famous! Men had heard 
of Phyl and her pies long before 
furloughs introduced them. A cer- 
tain bomber flies several hundred 
miles out of the way to pick up pies 
promised by Phly to certain jungle 
fighters when they left her vicinity. 
You have to be one of the gang that 
has descended on the Red Cross 
Club for Rebel’s midnight snack be- 
fore bumping back to camp really 
to appreciate how this gal knows her 
Wolves. Her coffee is the best any- 
where, and leave it to her to teach 
Filipino cooks to make cheesebur- 
gers! 


She’s perpetual motion — one 
moment sewing buttons on a shirt 
for some six-footer, the next, wrap- 
ping a picture for some GI to mail. 
She may be digging out a splinter; 
writing a letter to a worried mother, 
saying that she has seen Grant and 
that he looks like a million dollars; 
admiring the picture of a newly- 
arrived son; finding a Coco Cola she 
has hidden for Johnny because he’s 
had bad news from home; settling 
an argument at a _ checkerboard; 
rumpling a head as she darts for the 
phone—and yet she is never too busy 
to stop to talk to anyone who seems 
to need it. Her apron strings are 
continually being untied by some 
soldier, and we live on teasing her 
about her southern drawl and batt- 
ling about the war between the 
States. 


She’s as gracious to the lowly 
private as she is to the commanding 
officer, and they all vie for her re- 
svect. She can be a merry cutup or 
as dignified as a matron at a tea 
table. Tall and slender with spark- 
ling blue eyes, she always looks as 
cool as a cucumber and refreshing 
as a whiff of lavender no matter 
what temperature. One morning we 
were to leave on a mission at 5:30, 
and there was Phyl with a fresh 


PATTER CHATTER, ALMA MATER 


Now that we’re on the outside 
looking in, viewing all the sweet 
young things as they scamper in and 
out among the pillars of wisdom, we 
feel a mood of reminiscence stealing 
over our old bones, strolling down 
Gateway office way. It practically 
brings tears to our eyes to see that 
fresh scrubbed look holding forth 
even there—we realize that National 
Cleanup Week must have its follow- 
ing, but still dirt’s dirt, and what’s 
a better place for it than The Gate- 
way office? . Speaking of dirt, 
wonder what’s become of Ian Duna- 
way, who used to dish out plenty 
in the “late” Casserole? It was 
Dunaway that used to boast of 
dreaming them up for Hope and 
corporation. . . Incidentally, that re- 
minds us of the Prohibition meeting 
Johnson, Woods and Dougan (all 
looies now) had in London before 
proceeding to Sicily to win the war 
—they’re probably strippin’ the local 
grapes vines there now. It simply 
amazes one to think of all the scribes 
who were at sea for so many years 
here, and now have actually taken 
the plunge into the realms of wavy 
navy life. ’Spose you heard Jack 
Parks is a sub-looey down east—and 
Willie Martin, that campus Casa- 
nova, lookin’ simply dee-vine in 
navy and gold, is now reported to 
be wooing the admiral’s daughter on 
the east coast. Martin must have 
dished out plenty of bell bottomed 
babble to Wally Gainer, ’cause he’s 
gone and got himself recruited, and 
now clims a mean riggin’ himself. 
By the way, Laurie Joslin says next 
to being a scribe on The Gateway, 


MATH AND PHYSICS CLUBS 


The first meeting of this session 
of the Math and Physics Clubs will 
be held Tuesday, Oct. 5, at 8 p.m., 
in Room A111. 

A moving picture film will be 
shown by Mr. Brown, of the Depart- 
ment of Extension. 

Dr. J. W. Campbell will then con- 
duct a visit to the observatory to 
examine and, if conditions are good, 
look through the new telescope. 

Afterwards refreshments will be 
served. 


Mary had a little cow, : 
And, oh, how it did stutter; 

In place of every quart of milk 
It gave a pound of butter. 


Women’s faults are many, 
Men have only two. 
Everything they say 
And everything they do. 


flower in her hair scrambling our 
eggs. 

Try and describe her—you can’t; 
she’s a composite picture of sis, 
sweetheart, mother, nurse, house- 
keeper and perfect hostess. As an 
American girl in a foreign country, 
we are so proud of her that we want 
others to share our appreciation of 
one Phyllis Pedigo, of Covington, 
Virginia, in the good old U.S.A.— 
From Reader’s Digest, Oct., 1943. 


he'll wash the decks any day. . . 
Frank Meston, your editor last year, 
tied the nuptial knot over the sum- 
mer holidays, and Bruce Hunter, 
Willie Martin’s partner in crime, 
came out of the Yukon long enuf 
to make it legal with Shirley. Didja 
know that Secord Jackson (yeh, she 
finally snagged her degree) is simply 
stuffing her bridal box with “you 
know whats” so that she can wed 
Charlie at Xmas . . and it wouldn’t 
surprise us if Wedman, now crack 
Journal reporter, helped drag ’em in 
the church. . Marilyn (Dimey) 
Diamond, who occasionally gave 
forth one of the finer things in The 
Gateway’s literature, swore for bet- 
ter or for worse with George Miller 
the other night. . . Naomi Lang is 
really holding down a glamor job in 
the publicity offices of the Free 
French in Ottawa. . . Gordon Hol- 
gate, former circulation manager and 
now sub-lieut., tells his latest sea 
exploits to the son and heir we are 
told. . . Bill Hewson is apparently 
aspiring to win the Pullitzer Prize 


| this year, if we can judge from the 
recent effort of his that appeared 
in an overtown paper—his powers 
of description are really magnani- 
mous. . . Gordon Brown, former 
news editor, when last seen was 
looking very virile in khaki, two 
pips up. .. Along with Jack Wash- 
burn and Stan Cameron, Ross Alger 
cuts a wide swath in his PO outfit. 
.. Jim Barlow, when last seen, look- 
ed plenty lush as he sipped a coke 
in downtown Calgary in his sea suit. 
. . We really have to hand to Marcel 
Lambert, who is determined to drag 
down that degree in honors poly ec., 
even in a prison camp. Marcell was 
Friday editor two years ago on The 
Gateway. Well, next time we'll see 
if we can’t locate more dope on all 
the little ones who came, saw and 
hooked a sheepskin from U. of A. 

P.S.—Meston sends greetings via 
telephone from the Manning Depot; 
says he’s doing as well as his Fit. 
Sgt, will let him. If you can stand 
it, so can we, so see. you all again 
in an early issue. ‘ 


ALBERTA 


ARE YOU CONDITIONED 


in 


English, Science, Mathematics or 


Language? 
CLASSES IN SPANISH 


COLLEGE 


offers instruction in night classes in these courses 


PHONE 21466 
F. S. McCall, B.A., D.D., Principal 


Women! 


Nope ne en IR Oh ole Caren A TE 


Men! 


You have addresses of former 


students in uniform. Please 


check your 


addresses with 


those of The Gateway. 


Make 


certain that your friend gets 


the campus gossip. 
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in at any time. 


And you'll need clothes—and we have ’em—just the 


“going to Varsity 


GREETINGS STUDENTS! 


So you’re back in the classroom once more—meet- 
ing old friends and making new ones—settling 
down to another session of hard work and study— 
keying yourself for another season of the social 


activity that’s so vital and wonderful a part of 


ea | 


way you like ’em! 


For you gals we’ve just about everything you could 
desire—frocks for the classroom, frocks for dates, 
frocks for dancing—and all the accessories to lend 


limitless possibilities to your campus wardrobe! 


As for you men, well, we can outfit you 
from head to toe, too—and if you have 
your doubts just call around and see for 


yourself! 


Yes, bless al your studious little hearts, 
we, EATON’S, are at your service! Call 


awaits you! 


Our warmest welcome 


= 


EAT 


wesTER 


N oO 
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Eureka Rail & Welding Co.,| orders with your firm, for any ig PEC Aa) yal | Eee 
Eureka, Ga. munitions, welding, stoves or cast- ); +5 
December 3, 1938. ing, and that this is the last cor- < y) 
Mr. J. K. Jones, . respondence I will address to you. co 
Eliot House 1-29, Yours truly, 
Cambridge, Mass. J. K. JONES. 
Dear Sirs: 
We beg you to excuse our slow 
execution for your order of ten Eureka Stove & Casting Co., ks = 
army rifles. You will receive your Eureka, Go. A 
shipment as soon as government re- February 20, 1939. i 
gulations are made clear regarding | J K_ Jones, ane 


shipments of arms. 


Yours truly, 
L. M. SIMMS, Pres. 


December 7, 1938. 
Eureka Rail & Welding Co. 
Dear Sirs: 

I received a letter from you re- 
garding a shipment of rifles. There 
must be some mistake, as I have had 
no dealings with your firm. 


Yours truly, 
J. K. JONES. 


Eureka Rail & Welding Co., 
Eureka, Ga. 
December 138, 1938. 
J. K. Jones, 
Eliot House 1-29, 
Cambridge, Mass. 
Dear Sir: « 

Yours of the 7th inst. duly re- 
ceived and acknowledged. Due to a 
mixup in our files, your order was 
“confused with another. Your ship- 
ment of five heavy-duty army tanks 
will be seen as soon as we receive 
government approval. 

Yours truly, . 
L. M. SIMMS, Pres. 


Eureka Rail & Welding Co. 


Dear Sirs: 

You underestimate the mixup in 
your files, as I have made no orders 
with your firm either for rifles or 
tanks. 

Yours truly, 
J. K. JONES. 


Eureka Rail & Welding Co., 
Eureka, Mass. 
January 11, 1938. 
Mr. J. K. Jones, 
Eliot House 1-29, 
Cambridge, Mass. 
Dear Sir: 

Your order for one heavy cruiser, 
Series D-1189cx3, has been trans- 
ferred to our subsidiary, the Eureka 
Stove & Casting Co. Shipment will 
be made in secret as soon as con- 
struction is complete. Thank you 
for your patience. 

Yours truly, 
L. M. SIMMS, Pres. 


Cambridge, Mass., 
February 1, 1939. 


Eureka Stove & Casting Co. 


Dear Sirs: 
Once and for all, I wish you would 
understand that I have made no 


CHAMPIONS 


Parcel Delivery 


DELIVER 


Messages, Parcels 
Trunks, ete. 


A FAST RELIABLE 
SERVICE 


PHONES 


22246 - 22056 


—— 


Cambridge, Mass. 


Dear Sir: 

We have been forced by the Fed- 
eral Government to cease production 
of all munitions. Enclosed find a 
remittance of two million, five hun- 
dred thousand dollars. We regret 
that our service has not been more 
satisfactory. 

Yours truly, 


L. M. SIMMS. 


Eureka Stove & Casting Co. 


Dear Sirs: 


What is this all about? There was 
a great mistake made, as I have re- 
ceived a check for $2,500,000.00 from 
you. 
Yours truly, 


J. K. JONES. 


Postmaster, 
Eureka, Ga. 


March 1, 1939. 
Mr. J. K. Jones, 
Cambridge, Mass. 
Dear Sir: 

Attempts to find any of the mem- 
bers of the defunct Eureka “Stove 
& Casting” works have failed. We 
return herewith your correspond- 
ence with said firm. 

Yours truly, 
O. P. RUGG, 
Postmaster. 


—From the Lampoon. 


Freshman, Farewell 


By Louise Owen 


Your bureau drawers are emptied 
out and clean, 


And nothing hangs upon your, 


closet wall 
But faded slacks, a dress or so, 
too small, 7 
An evening gown, too young for 
seventeen. 


You pack the books, the bits of 
bric-a-brac, 
The slippers and the final hand- 
kerchief, 
And leave some trifles, sighting 
with relief, 
“Well, after all, I shall be coming 
back!” 


Not you, my dear; no doubt you'll 
look the same, 
A little better groomed and better 
dressed, 
With brave new notions, differ- 
ently expressed, 
Calling yourself, perhaps, by a new 
nickname. 


Maybe you'll find the house a little 
smaller— 
Your shrunken room looks on a 
narrower view— 
But all the time it will be only 
you 
Whost stature, mind and.eye are 
somewhat taller. 


No, it will not be you; not ever again 
The way I know you now. Now 
is good-by.- 
Adult horizons for an adult eye 
Are yours, as sure as sun, as right 
as rain. 


And do you know this, too, as well 
as I? 
Then do not say it, but, my child, 
good-by. 
—From Saturday Evening Post. 


Shop at The BAY . 


@ The FRIENDLY Sfore 
for THRIFTY People, 


Reserved... 


a place for you on the 


GATEWAY STAFF 


FRESHMEN . . SOPHOMORES 


JUNIORS .. SENIORS 


REPORTERS . . CARTOONISTS 
POETS . . FEATURE WRITERS 


WE NEED YOU! 


BASIC ENGLISH 


“He who knows does not speak, he who speaks does not know.” 
—Lao Tse, quoted by Ogden and Richards. 


eR * RT S 


“IT like to think of British and Americans moving about freely over 
each others wide estates with hardly a sense of being foreigners to one 
another. But I do not see why we should not try to spread our common 
language even more widely throughout the globe, and without seeking 
selfish advantage over any, possess ourselves of this invaluable amenity 
and birthright. Some months ago I persuaded the British Cabinet to set 
up a committee of ministers to study and report on Basic English... . 
The first work on Basic English was written by two Englishmen, Ivor 
Richards, now of Harvard—of this university—and Ogden of Cambridge 
University, England, working in association. The Harvard Commission 
on English Language Studies is distinguished both by its research and 
practical work. 


—New York Times. 
* * * * * 


Basic is an international language complete in itself, and it is at the 
same time the best First Step for those who are going forward to 
normal English. 

—Basic Step by Step: Ogden. 


* * *£ kK * 


Ethelbert Smith said he looked and found blood in the Basic English 
list but no tears or sweat, only he did find eye and face and water, and it 
was pretty good rendering. On the other hand, Smith confessed that 
Mr. Churchill was not wholly effective when he called Adolph Hitler a 
bad, dirty bird, when the thing which Mr. Churchill had in mind was a 
murderous guttersnipe, only in Basic English there is no murder or gutter 
or snipe. 

—KEditoriala, New York Times. 


* * *F * OK 


Out of the ocean of words it picks 850 key words. Of these 600 are 
names of things. Other words can be made with the help of those in the 
list. Besides these the learner starts with what might be called universal 
words, such as radio, alcohol, telephone, bar, club. Verbs are mostly 
blacklisted; only sixteen are left, verbs of all work. According to Dr. 
Ogden, basic words are so few that it is possible to go through the whole 
list “in fifteen minutes every day before any other work is done, till 
their sounds are quite clear, and their simple senses are fixed in the 
memory. 

—New York Times. 


* oe OF Ok 


Prime Minister Churchill in his recent speech at Harvard University 
was the latest to come out in favor of a universal language as a medium 
of harmony in the world. 

For this purpose what could be better than the English tongue? It 
is true that several so-called “International” but artificial languages 
have been invented, but their appeal is very limited. The fact is that 
English is already the most international language of the world. It is 
the mother tongue of more people than any other language except 
Chinese, and the total is approXimately 200,000,000. 

—Saturday Night, September 18/43. 


* *e e * OK 


Some 800 millions of the world’s people already speak English of a sort. 
—New York Magazine, September 18/43. 


* * * * * 


Basic English has the courage to make no distinction between shall 
and will and between should and would. Actually, the speech of nine 
persons in ten has been breaking down into Basic English for many 
years. Mr. Ogden finds America further advanced in that respect than 
his own land. He hears New Yorkers say, “Put me next,” “Put her wise,” 
“Get bus,” and “Pit it over,’ and he rejoices. 

—Readers’ Digest. 
* * * * * 

So, even in wartime, Basic English marches on. Cheered by Presidents, 
Prime Ministers and marshals of great armies, it does its bit in a world 
badly in need of a supranational language. Its friends think it can’t be 
stopped. 

—New York Times. 


QUOTEUNQUOTE. 


When Knighthood Was in 
Baking Soda 


(Recipe a la Ogden Nash) 

Isn’t it funny to think that castles were once lived in and had garbage, 

Which was very insanitary because they didn’t cart it away and had no 
disinfectant to put on the larvage, 

And knights rode around in armor, 

Which was intended to protect you from harm or 

Inflict it, and if a fellow knight slapped you on the back and said, Hi Chum, 

It nearly killed you, and isn’t it a pity you didn’t know about Aluminum. 

You rode around on a very old style Chevrolet, 

Which didn’t need tires but sometimes rolled on you and ate hay, 

And witches went about turning you into frogs and things by very offen- 
sive spells, 

And trumpets were used for doorbells, 

And you had moats at your front door step, which is as good a place as 
any to get a wetting, 

And ladies went around in glorified mosquito netting, 

And being shy and demure, 

Although they had never heard of Lifebuoy or a sewer. 

And in the basement of every castle 

They had several dungeons for every vassal, 

Which probably would have been you for England was ruled by minorities, 

And they all had priorities, 

And locked up you and tortured you with ropes and fire and racks 

If you didn’t pay your income tax. 

Which only goes to show that society is always lopside, 

And it’s always best to be on the top side. 


—The Sheaf. 


JUST FOR PRACTICE 


Beneath the chilly autumn sun 

I block and tackle, charge and run. 

I rove about the football field 

Until my muscles are congealed. 

Yet somehow I don’t really care 

To die for dear old Anywhere. 

In spite of all my padded gear, 

I feel one nearly shredded ear 

Become a cauliflower bud, 

Well mottled with red specks of 
blood. 

Meanwhile this very liquid flows 

In throbbing rivers from my nose. 

And something equally untoward 

Has happened to my spinal chord, 

For as I move I hear the grate 

Of vertibrate on vertibrate. 


My Quadraceps Extensor Femurs 

Trail from off my thighs like 
streamers. 

Other muscles are, of course, 

Enstiffened by the Charley Horse. 

So if you wonder why I play, 

It’s just because I have my day. 

For during games I sit with ease 

And watch my teammates pull and 
squeeze. 

They drop in attitudes forlorn, 

Their eyes, their teeth, their senses 
gone. 

I see the one who blacked my eye 

Stretched out beside the field to die. 

Their bones break off, their muscles 
wrench 

While I sit safely on the bench. 

—Harvard Lampoon. 


AM I ODD? 
Am I odd 
secause I don’t like petting? 
Ur, am I oad 
because I don’t like betting? 


Am I wrong 

Because I don’t like drinking? 
Yes, maybe I’m wrong 
because I prefer thinking. 


They say I’m queer 

Because I dont like kissing. 

Yes, they say I’m queer— 

‘Lhat I don’t know what I’m missing. 


Am I mean 

Because I don’t spend freely? 
Yes, I guess I’m mean 

But Id much rather save, really. 
Am I insane 

Because I don’t like jiving? 

I must be insane 

When I like rythm-less driving. 


Am I right 

To avoid life’s riotous places? 

Surely Im right 

To seek and long for wide, open 
spaces. 


Am I unsound 

Because I refuse a love date? 

You’d say I’m unsound 

Because I'd rather ski, swim or skate. 


Perhaps I am odd— 
Who knows—the missing link? 
Yes, maybe I’m odd. 
Tell me, what do you think ? 


THE PIGEONS 


Oh, gray and grubby, dirty bird, 
Oh, thimble-witted Pigeon, 

Your tastes are low, your life absurd, 
Your haunts are drab and stygian, 
You do not wing the purer air, 

But strut about the gutter. 

I hate your cold, moronic stare; 
The stupid coos you utter. 

I hate your peristaltic walk, 

Oh gross, ungainly, pigeon. 

Far better is the vanished Auk, 

The Albatross or Widgeon. 

But still you have a tasty breast, 
And meaty second joints. 

You ‘live near by, and what is best, 


You don’t cost any points. 
—AGO. 


i) 


Semi-Tailored Dressmaker 


Suits 


Smart and Practical as Fall 
sutt or Two-Piece Winter 
Suits 


Q 0 and 3 00 


Double duty suits for they may be 
worn now on bright warm days 
without a coat and later under a coat 
as a two-piece frock. 


Dressmaker and semi-tailored styles | 


with one- and three-button fasten- 
ing ... long and short revers... 
Skirts with front or black pleats. 


Tailored from fine all wool in tan, 
brown, green, blue and grey. Sizes 
12 to 20. 
Priced at 


Two-piece Nobelty Wool 


Sport Suits 


Combination Stripes and 
: Plaids, at 


] 95 and 17.85 


2) 


$29.50 and $35.00 


Johnstone Walker 


ESTD. 


Limited 


1886 


Responsibilities 


Go With Rights 


ing them, 


for. 


In no other country in the world do citizens 
enjoy more wholly the privileges and rights of free 
democracy than do we in Canada. 


But the very nature of democracy that creates 
those rights, creates the responsibility of maintain- 


Hundreds of thousands of young Canadians have 
decided that Canada is worth fighting for. We other 
hundreds of thousands at home MUST decide that 
Canada is worth working for—saving for—lending 


“SPEED THE ViCclOn ws 
Get Ready to 


BUY 
th VICTORY BONDS 


Photographers 


Limited 


Artists 


McDermid Studios 


10024 - 101st Street 


Photo Engravers 


il 
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JUNIOR GOLDEN BEARS MAY SEE ACTION 
Dr. McEachran Will Kick Off 


Last Year’s Finalists Hold Grudge Battle 


Coach Hays Has Fine 
Junior Team; May Play 
Two Games With Calgary 


Moher Awaiting Reply 


INTERFAC LEAGUE TO OPERATE INDEPENDENTLY 
Calgary Would Travel Here 
OLD SENIORS TO PLAY IN INTERFAC 
Those football guys and gals who like the great fall sport 


supercharged with a touch of intercollegiate or intercity rivalry, 
may yet have a chance to stand up and cheer before the 1943 


season comes to an end. 


If plans, which already have the blessing of the University 
authorities, Presidents Gerry Amerongen and Bob Schrader, of 
Students’ Union and Men’s Athletic Board, respectively, ma- 
terialize, t Calgary junior squad will come to Edmonton the 


Freshmen Urged 
To Turn Out For 


Interfac F ootball 


= 


OPENINGS. IN OTHER 
SPORTS 


Hello, the Freshmen!—and_ the 

_ Freshettes! While it is still to early 

in the season to make any definite 

statement concerning our sports pro- 

gram, the time is ripe for a few 
predictions and a little guessing. 

With Stan Moher as the Director 
of Athletics at the U—a promotion 
froin his last year’s post as “Dean 
of Hockey”—we can expect a well- 
organized and carefully planned 
sports schedule for the ’43-’44 ses- 
sion. Stan has done a great job on 
hockey in the past, and we can be 
sure the whole sports picture will 
blend together much more smoothly 

_than we've been used to for some 
time. 

At this time every year a dramatic 
appeal is made. to the Freshies to 
get in and fight for a spot on the 
athletic field. Usually they turn out 
in good numbers after being coaxed 
a little. That they’ve done well can 
be seen by looking at the number of 
Freshmen on last year’s basketball, 
football and hockey squads. 

We urge every Freshman who was 
any good at all in his little old home 
town to get out here and show his 
stuff. He'll find that the going isn’t 
too tough at all. How about it, 
Freshies? Let’s see what you’ve 
got! Everybody’s with you. 

With deep regret we learned that 
the Golden Bears football team will 
not take shape this fall. A wartime 


_ casualty, the Golden Bears, who last 


& 


r were not represented in 
yy either, will exist only in 
basketball this winter. 
Interfaculty football will boom, and 
should surpass the record of last 
fall when the’ teams played the 
finest interface games ever. And 
here, too, Freshie, interface rugby 
‘managers just cry for men. Maybe 
they haven’t heard of you (some of 
them aren’t any too well informed, 
you know), so let them know where 
to get in touch with you. All the 
dope on interfac will appear on this 
and next week’s Gateway. 

Elsewhere on this page is an 
article of interest to golfers. This is 
a new field, and due credit shall be 
accorded the winner. Entries have 
been coming in well, so the tourney 
should be something to take in. 

Plans to have a junior team from 
the U. of A. play Calgary for the 
provincial junior title on Oct. 23rd 
may have to be altered, in view of 
the fact that a city inter-services 
league, still in the making, might 
produce a winner which would 
necessitate an Edmonton playoff. At 
any rate, the under-age kids will 
get a chance under the lights at 
Clarke Stadium, and that ought to be 
a real game. 

Details of this proposal will be 
contained in one of the next Gate- 
ways. They’re indicative of a big 
sports year. 


However, 


ATTENTION SWIMMERS AND 
WOULD-BE SWIMMERS! 


Would you like to have fun and 
find new friends? The Swimming 
Club will do this for you, and also 
will provide healthful exercise and 
relaxation for studies. 

We will swim at the Y.W.C.A. pool 
every Thursday evening fom 8:45 to 
10:15. The first meeting will be 
next Thursday, Oct. 7. A health 
certificate is required, which you 
may obtain from the Infirmary. 

If you cannot swim, do not hesi- 

tate to come, as we will have in- 
structors to teach you. 
For any further information tele- 
phone either the girls’ president or 
the boys’ president: Alice Stewart- 
Irvine 72250, George Smith 34407. 


weekend of October 23 to play a 
U. of A. squad of under age grid- 
sters for the provincial title. 

Keep your fingers crossed, your 
favorite rabbit’s foot warmed up, or 
employ any other favorite good luck 
charm in the interests of something 


coming of the challenge which is |. 


already in the hands of the south- 
erners. 


You see, Football Coach Tommy 
Hays and Interfaculty enthusiasts 
Bob Robertson and Jack Jorgens, 
are definitely of the opinion that the 
institution is blessed just now with 
sufficient high class junior pigskin 
toters to seriously contest the Alberta 
title. In fact, the idea has been in 
the back of Coach Hays’ head for 
some months now, and he was quick 
to suggest its possibilities at the 
first workout last Saturday. 

As a consequence, the powers- 
that-be at this end were contacted, 
and after the green was flashed a 
communication was sent to President 
Bannerman of the Calgary Junior 
Legue suggesting a proposed sudden 
death game at the Varsity grid on 
Saturday, October 23, or an alter- 
native in the form of a two-game 
total-points-to-count series, the sec- 
ond contest to be staged at Clarke 
Stadium on Monday night, the 25th. 
This post prandial skirmish would 
be held under the lights. 

The M.A.B. will be expected to 
post a suitable guarantee, and it is 
the understanding of The Gateway 
that Campus A cards will be honored 
at both games should a pair be 
played. 

Let’s hope, in the interests of ath- 
letics at the University, that the 
series comes off. It is just what is 
needed to get the year’s program off 
to a great start. 

Director Moher is anxiously await- 


DIRECTOR 


Stan Moher, Director of Athletics, 
who has prepared a complete sche- 
dule of sporting events for inter- 
ested parties. Mi. Moher announces 
that tennis and golf tournaments 
will soon be under way; rugby starts 
immediately and basketball will soon 
follow. A track turney is also pro- 
mised, 


Lady—I want a box of powder, 
please. 

Fresh Clerk—You mean the kind 
that goes off with a bang? 

Lady—No, clever one, the kind 
that goes on with a puff, 


Swim Pool Opens 
For Varsity Fans 


Next week the Swimming Club 
will be in full swing for the next 
year. The first meeting will be on 
Thursday next at 8:45, and from 
then on at the same time, same day, 
of every week. But. better watch 
the bulletin boards in case there 
may be any changes. 

The Freshie class of this year 
seems to be very kee on swimming, 
and it looks as if there is going to 


be a real turnout. Come on out, 
all you swimmers and divers, and 


| really show what you can do. There 


should be a good crowd of second 
year girls since their swimming can 
be counted as part of their war work. 
Now what better inducement could 
the second and thrid year men have? 


Remember that you must have 
your health certificates before you 
can be admitted to the pool. The 
pool, by the way, is the Y.W.C.A. 
swimming pool—you all know where 
that is. You can obtain the health 
certificates from the Infirmary be- 
tween 12 and 1 pm. Many of the 
Freshies will already have theirs— 
so don’t forget to bring them. 


FIRST GAME AT VARSITY 
_GRID—SATURDAY 


There is still time to get in 
the Tennis Tourney. 


The first rugby game on the 


campus this year will take place 


at the.Varsity Grid, Saturday afternoon. As there is no Senior 
rugby this year, all those interested in the game are playing 
in a large interfaculty league composed of four teams: Engineers, 
Aggies, Med-Pharm-Dent and Arts-Com-Law. 


All four teams were out 
workout. 


last Saturday afternoon for a 


The Engineers were out in full force, fifty strong, 


while all other faculties were represented in varying degrees, 


The tribe of Florence Nightingale 
Ah, let me not disparage. 

How deft their with luncheon trays, 
How masterful their carriage! 

But when the pallid look I wear 
That marks the liquid diet, 


I wish they'd go some otherwhere 
And let me groan in quiet, 
Abandoned to my grimy nest, 
Unnursed, unlaundered, and unop- 
pressed. 


Before I heard the doctors tell 
The dangers of a kiss, 
I had considered kissing you 
The nearest thing to bliss. 
But now I know Biology 
And sit and sigh and moan, 
Six million mad bacteria, 
And I thought we were alone. 


LOST 
A purse containing sum of 


money. Return to Mike Bevan. 


except the Meds. Rumor has it 
that the Engineers are a cinch for 
the trophy, but I was talking to an 
‘Aggie, who has other ideas. There 
will also possibly be a game be- 
.tween the Med-Pharm-Dent Club 
'and the Arts-Comm-Law team Sun- 
day, about 2:30, depending whether 
these faculties can get enough men 
| to make up a team. 


| Here’s\. another rumor: Varsity 
will probably chose a junior team 
to contest Calgary for the provin- 


cial junior title some time in the 
latter part of October, depending on 
when the Calgary schedule is over. 
So things are looking up this fall. 
How about coming out to that game 
Saturday at 2:30. It’s not scrub 
rugby, because the boys are being 
coached by Tommy Hayes again this 
year. All the emphasis is on Inter- 
faculty rugby this fall, so we feel 
it’s worthy of your patronage. How 
about it? See you Saturday—it’s 


free. 
BOB ROBERTSON, 
Manager of Rugby. 


Sporting Goods, Trunks, Bags, 
Suit Cases, Musical Instruments 
All moderately Priced 


Uncle Ben’s Exchange 


Located near the Rialto Theatre 


Estab. 1912 Phone 22057 
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JOHNSON’S CAFE 


Corner 101st and Jasper 
@ 


Where quality and service have met for 24 years 
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ing a reply. 

It should be understood that this 
visit of the southerners (if it comes | 
off) will in no way interfere with 
the operation of the Interfaculty 
League. In fact, it should act as a 
shot in the arm for that circuit in ' 
that the juniors performing for the 
various teams will have an added 
incentive to go their best in the hope 
of winning a place on the squad to | 
oppose Calgary, and the over-age | 
fellows will have the satisfaction of | 
knowing they are helping to sharpen | 
up the youngsters for the playoff | 
series. 


Hot News For 
Golf Enthusiasts 


Attention all golfers! A 36-hole 
medal test is scheduled for Thanks- 
giving Day, October 11, at the Muni- 
cipal Golf course, to settle the mat- 
ter of the University’s ace divot 
digger and as well which swinger 
is best when handicaps are taken 
into account. 

We are pleased to announce that 
the holder of the lowest net score 
(gross score-handicap) will receive 
the Dr. W. C. “Bill” Broadfoot award 
for his efforts. The popular Dr. 
Broadfoot, who is one of Western 
Canada’s top-notch amateurs in his 
own right, has graciously consented 
to make a suitable presentation to 
the winner of the Thanksgiving Day 
meet. ; 

The linkster who has low gross 
will have the satisfaction of knowing 
that he is the No. 1 golfer for the 
1943 season, and will likely have his 
innings when the Awards Commiitee 
goes into action next spring. 

Entries close on Thursday, October 
7, at 6:00 p.m., and the draw will 
appear in The Gateway and. the 
Journal and Bulletin on the follow~- 
ing day. 

Get your entry in and help make 
the tourney a success! 


FOUND 


Found in the Arts Building, a 
repair ticket stub marked, “Posi- 
tively no goods delivered without 
this check. No. 2924.” Owner may | 
have same by calling at Gateway ' 


Office. | ‘ 
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Cheery, Efficient Serbice ... Meals at Reasonable Prices... 


Cozy Comfort and Good Fellowship 


ELETLE FUSS 


AWAIT YOU AT 


St. Joseph’s Cafeteria 


“THE GOOD CHEER HOUSE WHERE OLD FRIENDS MEET” 
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